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“With Scriptware, script writing is faster and 
easier than ever. And I’ve tried them all!’ 


W" is Scriptware the only 
scriptwriting program to get 
a complete 4-star review in the 
Journal (ot the WGA, west, July 
1996)? Why do more than 60 TV 
shows and dozens of movies use 
Scriptware? And what makes 
_ Scriptware the best-selling 
~ scriptwriting word processor in 
= Hollywood (and the rest of the 
world)? 








oe Scriptware is the fastest, easiest, most powertul 
way to get the story that’s in your head onto the page in 
the format that Hollywood demands. 


ith Scriptware, all you need are your pinkies and the 

Tab and Enter keys to create a 
perfectly formatted script. You just 
write and Scriptware does the rest, 
automatically. Type character names 
and scene headings with just one key- 
stroke. Scriptware does the margin 
changes, spacing changes and capitaliz- 
ing for you! Don't worry about page 
breaks and “more’s” and “continued’s”. 
Scriptware handles page breaks pertfect- 
ly, as you write! And if you're in pro- 
duction, Scriptware creates all the “A”, 
“B” and “Omitted” pages and scenes 
and revision marks for you, on the 
screen and on the page. 


Ve a vacation with the time you'll save! Scriptware 
users say they re getting scripts done twice as fast as 
they used to. What's your time worth? Scriptware can pay 
for itself with your very first script. 


( “ds what you need. With Scriptware, you can write in 
every format there is — Film, l-hour drama, Sitcom, 


Play, Dual-column A/V, even a normal “Text” format for let- 
ters, memos and award acceptance speeches. Use the indus- 


try-standard formats that come with the program 
or modify and create new formats. Scriptware has 
a 120,000 word spell checker and a 120,000+ 
word thesaurus that shows synonyms, antonyms 
and related words. Add electronic Notes to your 1 yume 
script (for you, your partner, your producer...) ! Address 


then decide if you want to print them with your ' City/State/Zip 
script, hide them or see a report of all your notes. —! phone number 


tr) TBM compatible computer DOS S080 of bettcr, HK RAM 
MOHD yu ! 
‘ , ae 


Scriptware requires ” 
MEHD space, DOS « hug! oWirkras © WMSH ce better, 4ME RAM. 4 
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With Scnptware for Windows, Auto-Open desktop 
opens, sizes and places all the files you were working 
on... automatically. You just start the program and write! 


3 Send me Scriptware-DOS for only $179.95 (plus $9 sn") 
_ Send me Scriptware for Windows for only $299.95 (plus $9 sh") 
3 Send me your Demo Disk for only SoSseerseecxxcy FREE ! 
3 Payment enclosed. Billmy: G Visa QMC Amex QO Discover 


' w ; 
Louies enn Galen 


Kathy Muraviov, Script Services Supervisor, Universal Studios 


Use Scene Shuffle to view dozens of scenes at a time then, 
with just a mouse click, rearrange them as if they were on 
index cards. Create Title Pages in just seconds. Import 
scripts you've written in other programs. Export scripts for 
use in other programs. Print breakdowns, sides, reports. You 
can even take information from Scriptware and put it nght 
into Movie Magic™ Scheduling software! 


WwW" Scriptware for Windows you can use fonts the way 
you want to — you can even have one font on the 
screen and another on the page! Open as many scripts as 
you like and cut and paste between them. FAX directly 
from Scriptware. The Speed Button Bar puts Scriptware’s 
features at the tip of your mouse. You can even change the 
Buttons (or not use them) so they're exactly what you want. 
Scriptware for Windows runs even faster than Scriptware for 
DOS and many of the features are even easier to use. 


Om today and get Scriptware for a 
special low price. Or take our 
demo for a spin. FREE DEMO! If you 
mention this ad when you call or use the 
coupon below, we'll send you the Demo 
for free! 





pecial prices! Scriptware for DOS is 

on sale for only $179.95! If you 
already have Scriptware for DOS, you 
can upgrade to Windows for only 
$49.95 (plus s/h)! 


( I. your creative juices flowing today. Order Scriptware 
and experience ...the freedom to create’! 


Grab a demo at our web site — http://scriptware.com 
TRY IT RISK FREE! 30-Day Money-Back Guarantee! 
Scriptware Win - *299” DOS - *179® Demo - 


CALL TOLL-FREE 800-788-7090! 














MAIL OR FAX TO: 
Cinovation, Inc.* 

Oo 1750 30th Street, Suite 360 

_ exp Boulder, CO 8030) 

FAX (303) 786-9292 











SS eee 








NGELES TIMES BESTSELLER! NOW IN PAPERBA‘ 


* 
my 

+ rw toe 

° 


~ 
> 
~ 
- Saaaas 
- es 2 OSs 







“Wonderful...mandatory reading 
for anyone contemplating a 
career in Hollywood.” 


Pretty Woman and Under Siege 


Defang Hollywood's sharpest-toothed dealmeisters 
with straight, practical advice from Brooke Wharton, 
one of today’s top entertainment and copyright 
attorneys. Read how to protect creative work, secure 
° ’ oO) 
dn’t have t | | ) | 
(but di representation, weigh the pros and cons of selecting 


an agent versus a lawyer or manager, receive 


Business Practice appropriate compensation for work, and more. 


to the Legal and 
: rr ote for the Entertainment industry 


“If Wharton’s book were a 
| major motion picture, 
“A woul | | | it would be destined to gross 


sding for anyone 
$300 million.... 


genes in Holly wood.” 
Whether you are writing for film, 


~ontem Jatin ” 
i a ; Lawton, screenwriter hs 


Siege 
Pretty Woman and Under 5'€8 


television, feature animation, 


or interactive gaming, the topics 


E A. WHARTON 


——— — 


that concern you are here.” | 


BROOK 


—Mary Dean Evensvold, Library Joumat 


19? 


“Highly informative...this book is a must buy! 


— Anita Zuckerman, Senior V.P Film Production, Steifel/Phillips Entertainment 


<< e Bes i ” ” . 
Great...an indispensable resource for anyone who 
has ever considered writing for the entertainment industry.” 

Elizabeth Daley, Dean, USC School of Cinema/Television 


$ HarperPerennial _ 
| ase Uae $13.00 paperback 


from HarperCollins! 
, 
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Editor’s Note 


DONNIE BRASCO 

Wr cial Agent Joe Pistone infiltrates the New York 
Mob and discovers that, in every sense, gelling in 
is easier than vetting out. Based on a true story 
Screenplay by Paul Attanasio 


Writing Donnie Brasco 
A Talk with Paul Attanasio 


| CAN’T SLEEP 

Its a Paris we're not used to—a gritty city of 
immigrants and outsiders struggling to survive— 
in an atmosphere made tenser by serial killings. 


Screenplay by Claire Denis and Jean-Pol Fargeau 


Writing and Directing | Can’t Sleep 
A Talk with Claire Denis 


ADDICTED TO LOVE 


sam loves Linda, who dumps bim for Anton, who 
discards Maggie, who vows to get even. A romantic 
revenge comedy—and voyeur heaven. 


Screenplay by Robert Gordon 


Writing Addicted to Love 
A Talk with Robert Gordon 


DETOUR 


Al Roberts, hitchhiking across the country to meet 
up with his fiancee, meets his Fate inslead—in the 
form of a Fury named Vera. Classic noir. 


Screenplay by Martin Goldsmith 


Martin Goldsmith 
(1913-1994) 


Auteur Detour 

Martin Goldsmith adapted the screenplay from his 
own novel, and his shooting script was written before 
a director was even hired. So why is Defour always and 
solely credited to Edgar Ulmer? 


This Issue’s Illustrators: 
Carol Benioff, Joan Hall, Mark Gagnon, Stephen 
Webster, Paul Hamlyn. 


EDT O RK 


Upon finishing the manuscript to a novel, short story or poem, 
most writers can breathe a sigh of relief: the bulk of the work— 
the crushing process of dredging up the dramatic material, sift- 
ing through it, structuring it, restructuring it again and again— 
is over. Yet, when screenwriters arrive at that same point, they're 
only at the beginning of what is usually the most onerous, frus- 
trating part of their job. Subjected to the input of agents, actors, 
producers, directors and studio executives—not to mention test 
audiences—they must employ a nearly impossible flexibility in 
order to retain their connection and commitment to the work in 
question. While ideal circumstances, in the form of intelligent 
collaborators with a respect for the material, are key, what is most 
essential on the part of the writer is an unwavering belief in the 
dramatic potential of the work. 

Back in 1990, Paul Attanasio wrote the first draft of Donnie 
Brasco, based on the memoirs of Joe Pistone, an undercover FBI 
agent who insinuated himself into a powerful position in the New 
York Mafia in the late ‘70s. In fact, it was this script that cemented 
the writer's longstanding relationship with Baltimore Pictures, for 
whom he has since written Quiz Show, Disclosure and the up- 
coming Sphere. But Attanasio didn’t simply view Donnie Brasco 
as a springboard to other projects; he was strongly attracted to the 
material, and felt a real responsibility to Pistone, who, in Attana- 
sio’s words, “had only one life story, after all.” During a five-year 
period in which both directors and actors danced around the pro- 
ject for various reasons (including its superficial similarities to 
GoodFellas)—and during which, the writer wryly notes, he got 
married, had two children, and moved into two new houses— 
Attanasio returned again and again to the script, writing new 
drafts as much to keep it alive in his mind as to make it viable to 
interested parties. When director Mike Newell committed to the 
project several years ago, Attanasio was pleased to find that the 
two of them returned to his first draft for the bulk of the material 
for the shooting script, published here. The finished film, released 
earlier this year to a strong response from both critics and audi- 
ences, clearly reflects Attanasio’s longstanding involvement: as 
one critic remarked, its richly drawn, sublimely human charac- 
ters are perfect examples of “the Attanasio principle.” 

Robert Gordon's involvement with Addicted to Love also goes 
back to its first incarnation—as a short script he wrote while in 
graduate film school in 1989. At the suggestion of one of his 
teachers, he expanded it into a feature-length screenplay, which 
was optioned by Outlaw Pictures (sex, lies, and videotape) almost 
immediately. It was an auspicious beginning, but things then 
slowed down considerably: In those ensuing six years, Gordon's 
script, a carefully calibrated “unromantic comedy” about love, 
loss and obsession, was attached to one director after another 
(Alfonso Cuar6n, Whit Stillman and PJ. Hogan, to name a few), 
requiring Gordon to write an almost equal number of drafts. As 
he puts it here, “Every scene in this movie I've written with twelve 
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different approaches.” Then, last year, Griffin Dunne became 
interested in turning the script into his feature directorial debut, 
and enjoined actress Meg Ryan to play the central part of Maggie. 
Gordon retained an involvement with the project throughout the 
production process, working on-set through the entire shoot and 
providing input during postproduction. This spring, he was able 
to see his script, which he had originally planned to shoot himself 
on Super-8 back in 1989, finally released as a major studio film. 

In 1992, French filmmaker Claire Denis was approached by 
a European production company to make a film based on a real- 
life event. She was not particularly interested in the topic they'd 
chosen, however, so she proposed another: the Paulin murder 
case, in which a young black transvestite was tried and convicted 
in the early ‘80s in Paris for murdering a number of elderly 
women. Denis became fascinated by the case mainly because it 
dovetailed with her strong interest in racial and cultural politics 
(a common thread connecting all of her films). She approached 
her writing partner, Jean-P6l Fargeau, and the two began work on 
the screenplay for / Can? Sleep [J'ai pas sommeil]. As their writ- 
ing progressed, however, the company lost interest, asking Denis 
to work first on another film. Already absorbed in the project, 
Denis declined their offer, instead finishing the script with 
Fargeau and eventually finding another producer. The undeni- 
able resonance of the script and the 1994 film—arguably Denis’s 
best— illustrates a statement she made several years ago: “We too 
often associate the world of film with the world of success. But 
film should also be allowed to be part of a larger itinerary, part of 
a personal quest.” 

The evidence of a similar kind of personal quest closes the 
issue. In 1939, Martin Goldsmith wrote a novel called Defour, 
about a down-on-his-luck musician who crosses paths with a 
sharply rendered femme fatale named Vera. It seemed tailor-made 
as movie material for the burgeoning film noir genre. But before 
he would sell the book to Hollywood, Goldsmith had one require- 
ment: whoever bought the film rights had to guarantee him the 
job of writing the adaptation. In 1944, “B"-movie giants PRC did 
just that, and the film was released the following year, under 
Edgar Ulmer's direction. Over the years, Defour—since selected 
into the National Film Registry at the Library of Congress, and 
long considered a film noir classic—has come to be solely 
regarded as “A Film by Edgar Ulmer,” despite the fact that Gold- 
smith adapted the script from his own novel, and, significantly, 
wrote the shooting script before Ulmer was even hired to direct. 
The issue of mistaken attribution is explored in the essay “Auteur 
Detour,” which follows the script along with some fascinating 
information about Goldsmith (he died in 1994), who seemed to 
apply equal passion and commitment to writing and life. 

We hope you take inspiration from these writers, their stories 
and their determination, and we look forward, as always, to hear- 
ing your comments.—/od Lippy 








Screenplay by PAUL ATTANASIO 
illustrated by CAROL BENIOFF 








WHITE TITLES ON BLACK - 
LITTLE ITALY. NEW YORK. 1978. 


The chipper CHOCK of a coffee cup on a saucer, the 
MUSIC of silverware, the ebb and flow of TRAFFIC out- 
side - restaurant sounds, as they would occur to an 
EAVESDROPPER. Over this: 


LEFTY /1:0.) Ain't no way you can say to me a Lincoln is 
better than a Cadillac. 


INT. LATE AFTERNOON - RESTAURANT - LITTLE ITALY 
WINTER — windows foggy, snow outside. Late ‘78 - “Tell 
Me Something Good,” by Rufus and Chaka Khan plays 
on the jukebox. Chipped formica on the tabletops, 
cracked leatherette on the banquettes. 


Four men, neatly dressed in slacks and sport jackets, as 
they drink demitasse at a table: 


BENJAMIN “LEFTY” RUGGIERO, 50 years old, JUMPY 
with nerves, hoarse from chain-smoking English Ovals. 
SWITCHED-ON, testy and restless. 


DOMINIC “SONNY BLACK” NAPOLITANO, 40s, squat 
and sexy. Sleepy and playful as a lion after a big meal. 
Don't fuck with the lion. 


NICHOLAS “NICKY" IEMMA, 40s. Ready SMILE, teddy 
bear paunch. Eager to please. Plays the fool. 


PAUL “PAULIE” SCALONE, 40s, closemouthed, dour, 
and gun-metal HARD. All business. Nobody's fool. 


NICKY It's the better automobile. Head and shoulders. 
LEFTY Geddadaheah. Geddadaheah before you make me mad. 
SONNY Lefty, how you gonna be mad at Nicky? 

LEFTY | ain't mad at him. I'm mad at his stupidity. 
SONNY Be mad at Paulie. | been mad at him since we was 
kids. 

PAULIE Fuggedaboudit. 

LEFTY Fuggedaboudit. 

ANGLE ON THE BAR 

DONNIE BRASCO, 30s, thick moustache. Serene with 
the knowledge of who he is. Body languid with a killer's 
confidence. Eyes of a Grand Master alert for the next 
move. He sits with a Daily News spread open before 
him. He wears JEANS. The Bartender refills his coffee 


cup and Donnie puts in a tablespoon of sugar, stirs it 
while he WATCHES . . . 


DONNIE’S POV - IN THE MIRROR 
Lefty, Sonny and the others at their table . . . 


BACK ON ~- TABLE 
As Letty explicates the Cadillac Difference. 


LEFTY Cadillac got more acceleration, more power, more 
better-handling, more legroom for your legs, more power— 
PAULIE You said that. 

LEFTY Said what? 

PAULIE \ore power. 


LEFTY | said that. He got me so fucking aggravated, Paulie, 
| forget what I said. 


SONNY Mercedes got it all over both of them. 

Lefty reacts as if hes smelled something bad. 

LEFTY \ercedes? 

PAULIE Lincoln's like driving a fucking waterbed. 
LEFTY Mercedes? 

NICKY I'l] tell you one thing—the Lincoln is longer. 
LEFTY Longer what? Longer wheelbase? 

NICKY Longer. Like longer. In inches. It’s a longer car. 


LEFTY You know something, Nicky, you don’t make no 
sense sometimes. 


NICKY Okay. You got two cars. All things being equal, the 
longer car is the one gonna get there first. 


LEFTY Ain't the question all things being equal. One's a 
Cadillac and one’s a Lincoln. 


NICKY The one’s longer gets there first. That's scientific 
fact. 


Nicky starts to laugh. Sonny and Paulie join in. 


LEFTY You get there first, you're still driving a fucking Lincoln. 


Judy, a WAITRESS, approaches the table. Sweet as corn, 


early 20s, new to the job. Sonny takes her hand. KISSES it. 


SONNY | never seen you before. Where'd you come from, 
angel? 


JUDY Ontario. 

LEFTY WATCHES DONNIE 

sipping coffee at the bar. Leans over to Nicky. 

LEFTY Who's that? 

NICKY Don. Don the Jeweler. Jilly brought him around. 
LEFTY jilly Four Eyes? 

NICKY Not Jilly Four Eyes. You know, Jilly. From Queens 


Jilly. 


LEFTY He's a wiseguy? 

NICKY Connected guy. Jilly brought him around. 
LEFTY | had a thing to lay off, he could lay it off? 
NICKY You got something you gotta lay off? 
LEFTY Ain't the question, I got something. 


NICKY All that fucking money you owe downtown, you'd 
have to lay off a Brink’s truck. 


LEFTY I'm saying #1 had a thing, he could lay it off? 
NICKY © mon, Left. Whaddaya got to lay off? 

ANGLE ON - SONNY WITH JUDY 

as he punctuates his order with KISSES of her hand. 
SONNY A little cannoli. (Ais) Svingi. (Aisy) Sfogliatell’. (Adsy) 
JUDY We're out of that. 

SONNY Then you gotta give me that kiss back. 

She giggles, kisses Sonny on the cheek. 

PAULIE Lookit. Sonny’s in love. 

NICKY (0// Donnie) | think Lefty's in fucking love. 


LEFTY Thank you. Just because | got something else on my 
mind besides broads. Thank you. 


SONNY (70) Judy) Say something to me in Canadian. 
WAITRESS (Can | ask you guys something? Are you guys. . . 
You know . . . (Giggles) Wiseguys? 

SONNY Wiseguys? What makes you think we're wiseguys? 
WAITRESS Well, what other grown men would have noth- 


ing better to do than sit here all afternoon drinking coffee 
and nobody says anything? 


They all look at each other. 

NICKY We could be cops. 

LAUGHTER all around. Lefty steals another look at Donnie. 
as he sits placidly drinking bis coffee. 

EXT. DAY - RESTAURANT - LITTLE ITALY 

Donnie emerges, his breath visible in the COLD. 


2277H! ZZZZH! ZZZZH! FREEZE FRAME and go to black- 
and-white. 


Snapshots of Donnie. 


EXT. NIGHT - DONNIE’S BUILDING 
Establishing shot. 


INT. NIGHT —- DONNIE’S APARTMENT 
PANNING around the LONELY room - no tchotchkes, 


no photos, no pet. “CHARLIE’'S ANGELS” on a small TV, 
unwatched - BACKGROUND NOISE. WEIGHTS and a 
bench. Over this: HUFFING AND PUFFING as 


DONNIE DOES PUSH-UPS 
in his underwear. He finishes. Goes to a GRID - amount 
of weight, number of repetitions - makes a note on it. 


EXT. NIGHT - PHONE BOOTH ~- MANHATTAN 

Donnie, his breath visible in the cold, talks on a PAY 
PHONE on a deserted city street... 

DONNIE Were you asleep? 

WOMAN (1:0.; clearly asleep) Are you okay? 
DONNIE Yeah, I’m okay. Go back to sleep. Pll call you 


tomorrow. 
WOMAN /1/0.) I'm gonna go back to sleep. 


DONNIE Put the phone on your pillow. I want to listen to 
vou breathing. 


He stands alone on the street and listens on the phone. 
INT. DAY —- RESTAURANT - LITTLE ITALY 

Donnie sips coffee at the bar. Lefty approaches him. 
LEFTY You Don the Jeweler? 

Donnie looks up at the Bartender. The Bartender nods. 
Lefty reaches in his pocket, produces a SIX-CARAT DIAMOND 
vING. 

LEFTY That's a beauty, eh? That's some beautiful thing. 
Donnie looks it over. Slides it over to Lefty. 

DONNIE Give it to your wile. 

LEFTY How'm | gonna give it to my wife? I ain't married. 
Lefty slides it back to him. 

DONNIE You got a girlfriend? 

LEFTY \eah, | gota girlfriend. 

He returns the diamond to Lefty. 

DONNIE \arry her 


LEFTY Are vou for real? I'm asking if you want to middle a 
diamond here. All | want for my end’s eight thousand. 


DONNIE |'m saving give it to somebody don’t know any 
better. It's a fugazy. 


LEFTY How can you say it’s a fugazy? You looked at it two 
seconds. 


DONNIE I's a fake. 
LEFTY | know what a fugazy is. 





Donnie takes out an ENVELOPE, spills five diamonds on 
the counter. Fils one dexterously in a ring-like holder. 
shows it to Lefty. 


DONNIE Here, look at this. Now that’s a beautiful thing. 
LEFTY It's the same fucking thing. What about my diamond? 
DONNIE Go ahead, try and sell it, vou wanna be a dunsky, 


Lefty's temper starts to rev... The Bartender hurriedly 
zaps club soda into a glass of white wine as Donnie care- 
fully sweeps the diamonds back into the envelope. 


BARTENDER Ilere, Left, have a spritzer. 


LEFTY I'm a dunsky? Let me tell you something, my 
friend—do vou know who you're talking to? 


DONNIE |’ saving if vou wanna go embarrass vourself . .. 


LEFTY \y family, my children—my mother can hold her 
head up in any neighborhood in the city when she walks 
down the block. In all the five boroughs I’m known, fugged- 
aboudit—I'm known all over the world. Anybody—ask any- 
body about Lefty from Mulberry Street. 





DONNIE Hey—no disrespect. It’s a misunderstanding. 
Okay? 

Donnie makes a gesture of backing off. moves to exit. 
LEFTY You don't walk out on me. | walk out on you. 
DONNIE You re the boss. 

Donnie shrugs, sits. The Bartender slides the spritzer over: 
BARTENDER (011 the house. 

LEFTY (Maé/ers) Fugazy. Fugazy my ass. (Beal) Where's 


vour fucking car? 


INT. DAY - DONNIE’S COUPE DE VILLE 
Donnie drives. Lefty puffs on an English Oval. 


DONNIE You know, | was just trying to help you out back 
there. 


LEFTY (Shaking his head) Man oh man, | gotta school 
vou, my friend. Di'n't Jilly school you? 


DONNIE Schoo! me in what? 

LEFTY You talk when I talk to you. (Beat) You call that a 
fugazy? You don’t know word fucking one, my friend. | 
know—one look at you | know. You're a guy can’t keep his 
fucking mouth shut. (Beat) Hey, I'm talking to you. 
DONNIE Five years | been in jewels. If there's one thing | 
know it’s jewels. 

/he SMOKE is THICK now. Donnie powers DOWN his WIN- 
DOW. 


LEFTY Put your window up, Don. I'm gonna catch a draft. 
Donnie powers the window back UP. 
DONNIE Where are we going? 


LEFTY What are you, a cop? Don't ask so many fucking 
questions. 


DONNIE How'm'! gonna earn the kind of money I'm 
earning if | can't tell a fucking zircon? 


LEFTY There's good money in that? 

DONNIE \\ hat’ 

LEFTY What. 

DONNIE Jewels’ 

LEFTY Thank vou. 

DONNIE If vou know what you're doing. 

LEFTY Go to Twenty-third and Eighth. (Beal) We're gonna 


find out. 


INT. DAY — STRIP JOINT - MANHATTAN 

Lefty and Donnie sit over drinks. A PORTER vacuums. A 
BARTENDER cleans glasses. PANDAR, a steroidal bull, 
30s, bleached hair, enters from the back, surprised to 
see Lefty. 

PANDAR Hey, Lefty! What's going on? 

LEFTY Sit down. 

Pandar sits. 

PANDAR What? (O// Donnie) Who's this? 

LEFTY You owe me eight grand. 

The vacuum snaps off as the Porter FLEES into the back. 


PANDAR Hold on. Wait. | gave you the diamond. (Beat) 
Left, who's this guy? 


LEFTY He savs it’s a fugazy. 

PANDAR What's a fugazy? 

LEFTY The diamond is a fugazy. 

PANDAR Whit és a fugazy? 

DONNIE Jou know. 

PANDAR Don't tell me what I know. 

DONNIE You know what you did. 

LEFTY One of you gotta be wrong. 

PANDAR That's a Tiffany fucking diamond. That’s my 


wife's fucking diamond ring. 


Lefty s eves go dead 


DONNIE I's a fugazy. 


Pandar clenches his fist—thinks to lake a swipe at Donnie. 
Then thinks better of it. Points bis finger at him. 


PANDAR | don't know what your fucking game is, pal. 
(Turns to Lefty) Bring that ring to any kike on 47th Street 





LEFTY You took away vour wife's ring? 


Lefty pulls his collar close around his neck—a “tell” that 
things are escalating... 


DONNIE efi, vo have a drink. 
LEFTY You took away vour wife's ring to bet on the Giants? 
Lefty pulls his collar tighter. springy with homicidal longings . . . 


PANDAR Hey, you don't want it, give it back to me. Okay? 
Fine. (Gestures to Donnie) Have Harry fucking Winston here 
throw it in the fucking street. 


LEFTY Fight thousand dollars. 
DONNIE |<! 
LEFTY [ight thousand dollars! 


DONNIE (jo to the bar, Left, have a drink. I'll take care of 
this. 





Donnie insists with a gesture. Lefty goes to the bar. 
PANDAR | vot a fucking black belt. You goombahs think 
vou can intimidate me? Go fuck— 


Then Donnie SLAPS Pandar hard with a flat palm. He top- 
ples with his chair to the floor. Donnie sticks two fingers in 
his nose, lifts him like a bowling ball onto his chair. With 
his fingers still in Pandar’s nose, Donnie brings his face 
close, looks in his eves, and WHISPERS. 


DONNIE He's onto you. He's gonna kill you. We have maybe 
two minutes to figure a way out of this. 


Pandar looks into Donnie’ eves and sees nothing—no 
reflection, no sparkle of humanity. He sees death there, im- 
personal and matter-of-fact. Pandar whimpers pathetically. 


PANDAR (/3/::)bering) I'm sorry. 
DONNIE Shut up. (Beal) Sorry ain't gonna do it. 
PANDAR | don't want to die. 


Lefty signals for another spritzer, then looks at Pandar. 
liching to puta bullet in him... 


DONNIE What do you drive? 
PANDAR Porsche. 
DONNIE Now it’s Lefty's. 


Donnie takes a ten-dollar bill off the table. Stuffs it in 
Pandar’s mouth. 


DONNIE Vhat's for the drinks. 


EXT. DAY - LATER - DONNIE’S CADILLAC 
Jury-rigged CHAINS run from the trailer hitch to hooks 
under the Porsche's front end. 


INT. DAY - SAME TIME - CADILLAC 

Donnie drives through the Lower East Side WATER- 
FRONT, peering through billows of Lefty's cigarette 
smoke. 


LEFTY (Scolding) Why'd you pay for that drink? Wiseguy 
never pays for a drink. 


DONNIE Okay. | didn't know. 


LEFTY Always on the arm. (Chuckles) You scared that guy, 
though, managgia—that cracks me up. | got twenty-six 
fucking hits under my belt and you're the one he’s scared of. 
(Catches himself) Fuck. 


Shouldn't have said that about the hits. 


DONNIE (Chop up that Porsche, you can get twenty grand 
from it. 


LEFTY Pull over. 

DONNIE What, here? 

INT./EXT. DAY —- LATER - CADILLAC 

TOOLS out on the front seat. In discomfort, Lefty labors 
beneath the dashboard. Donnie leans in. 

LEFTY Hand me them pliers. 

DONNIE The vise grip or the needle nose. 


LEFTY Fuggedaboudit. I'll get it myself. (Finds pliers) You 
di'n’t hear that noise in the dash? 


DONNIE This’s a brand-new car. | never had problems 
with this car before. 


LEFTY Gimme a hand with this. 


Lefty and Donnie PULL OFF the dashboard. Looks inside. 
Feels around. 


DONNIE Iley, Left, what are you doing? 
LEFTY |‘ feeling around. 
Donnie flares as he realizes what Lefty is up to. 


DONNIE Hey, what do you think, I got a wire in my car? 
You wanna call me a stool pigeon, pal, say it to my face. 


Lefty sits up. 
LEFTY (Avitated) Vid |—? Did | say—? 
DONNIE (io ahead, call me a stool pigeon. 
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LEFTY Ain't the question. (Beal) Now | lost a screw. 


EXT. NIGHT —- LEFTY’'S APARTMENT 
Letty and Donnie admire Donnie’s Cadillac, parked on 
the street outside Lefty's projects. 


LEFTY You like the DeVille? 

DONNIE Fugvedaboudit. 

LEFTY | vot the Fleetwood Brougham. 
DONNIE With the velour? 

LEFTY Fuggedaboudit. (Beat) You married? 
DONNIE Nah. | got a girl now in California. 


LEFTY Good. It’s better she's in California. Keep your eye off 
your balls. 


DONNIE You re right. 


LEFTY Wiseguy is always right. Even when he’s wrong, he’s 
right. All the way up the line. 


DONNIE | know. 
LEFTY You know? 
DONNIE Like the Army. Chain of command. 


LEFTY Ain't nothing like the Army. The Army, it’s some guy 
you don’t know sends you to whack out some other guy you 
don’t know. The Army’s a jerk-off outfit. You see, that’s why | 
gotta school you. Because otherwise you get everything upside 
down. (Beat) You wanna check in with me tomorrow? 


DONNIE (Okay. 
Lefty looks at Donnie. Then shakes bis head. 


LEFTY | don't know how the fuck you knew that was a 
fugazy. 


Donnie watches as Lefty enters the project. Then climbs 
into his Cadillac. Drives off. 


EXT. NIGHT - CAR WASH 

Donnie empties an ashtray tull of Lefty’s CIGARETTE 
BUTTS. Runs a vacuum through the car. SPRAYS the 
inside with a can ot AIR FRESHENER. 


DONNIE RIDES 

through the car wash in his Cadillac, tilts his chair back 
as the wet cloth slaps at the windows. Then he breathes 
deeply, runs a hand through his hair, groans, and, in the 
privacy of the soap suds, exposes the tension he has 
hidden all day. 


INT. NIGHT - OFFICE 
TIM CURLEY, an OFFICE WORKER in shirtsleeves, 
answers the phone. 


CURLEY Curley. 

He CRADLES the phone with his shoulder. TYPES. 
INSERT — THE PAGE 

As Curley types, we catch FRAGMENTS. . . . 
...feported contact with. .. 


Then: 


.. . BENJAMIN RUGGIERO, a.k.a. LEFTY, a.k.a. LEFTY 
GUNS, a.k.a. LEFTY TWO GUNS .. . (carriage return). . . 
a.k.a. HALF COCK, a.k.a. HORSE COCK... 


Then: 

... Special Agent JOSEPH D. PISTONE. .. 

Then: 

... in an undercover capacity utilizing the name DON 
BRASCO... 

CURLEY Okay. Gnight. 

Curley hangs up the phone. Slides the sheet into his OUT box. 
INSERT — THE PAGE 

A Form 302, with the heading: 

FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION 

EXT. DAY - MANICURE PARLOR - QUEENS 


Donnie waits outside in his Cadillac with the motor run- 
ning. Watches the street. Drums on the steering wheel. 


INT. DAY - MANICURE PARLOR — QUEENS 

JILLY, 50s, unlit cigar and bifocals, has his nails filed by a 
MANICURIST who babbles in VIETNAMESE to a COL- 
LEAGUE. Lefty sits beside him. 


JILLY Don the Jeweler? Good earner. Ain't a leech. Keeps to 
himself. He's a jewel guy. 

LEFTY You know where's he from, Jilly? 

JILLY Florida. He's a jewel guy. 

LEFTY Where Florida? The Beach? 

JILLY Not the Beach. | dunno—wherever the fuck the Mets 
have spring training. He's a jewel guy. 

LEFTY He's a stand-up guy? 


JILLY Hey, girlie, don’t butcher my cuticles. (70 Lefiy) | said 
I knew him, Left. I didn’t say I fucked him. 


EXT. SAME TIME - MANICURE PARLOR 

Lefty emerges with Jilly, who leans on the car by the driver's 
side — his shirt hikes up, exposing his gut. Donnie powers 
down the window. 


JILLY Hey, my friend Lefty's aksing /sic/ about you. Don't 
embarrass me, capeesh? 


DONNIE Okay, Jilly. 
JILLY ‘Cause otherwise me or him’s gonna whack you out. 
Jilly thumps the top of the Cadillac briskly, returns inside. 


Lefty climbs into the Cadillac. Donnie pulls out. 


EXT. DAY - LITTLE ITALY 
Donnie and Lefty head up the block, hunched against 
the cold. 


LEFTY... When | introduce you, | say “a friend of sine.” 
That means you're a connected guy. If I said instead, “a 
friend of owrs,” that means you're a made guy. Capeesh? 


DONNIE So is that what I call you 


LEFTY Just keep your fucking mouth shut about me. 





“a friend of ours’? 


Lefty stops. 


LEFTY Donnie—you got a couple fazools, Donnie? | got 
some things | gotta take care of. 


Donnie reaches in his wallet. 
DONNIE What do you want, a hundred? 


LEFTY Wiseguy don’t carry his money in a wallet. Wiseguy 
carries his money in a roll. Like this. Beaner on the outside. 
Lefty EMPTIES Donnie’s wallet. Folds it into a ROLL. Puts 


the hundred-dollar bill on the outside. Then puts the roll 
in his own pocket. Donnie looks at his empty wallet. 


DONNIE (01 it. 


Lefty bustles again up the block, Donnie tagging after 


him. Then Lefty stops again. 


LEFTY And another thing—shave off that moustache. 
That's against the rules. 


DONNIE Done. 
Lefty stops again. 


LEFTY And buy yourself a pair of slacks. This ain't a rodeo. 
Dress like me. 


DONNIE Rodeo? 
Lefty resumes walking. 


LEFTY This is my family. More even than my own family. 
Capeesh? 


DONNIE | don't got a family. 
LEFTY You don’t got a family? 
DONNIE |’ an orphan. | grew up in an orphanage. 


LEFTY Ain't the question, Donnie. Even if you had a family, 
if this is your family, then this is your family. (Off Donnie 's 
look) Don’t worry, I'm gonna school you in everything. 


EXT. DAY - TOYLAND - LITTLE ITALY 
Paulie, Sonny, Nicky and other WISEGUYS stand guard 
near a social club, stamping their feet for warmth. 


NICKY Jing —I'm freezing here. Whaddawe gotta be 
standing outside all day in the snow for? 

SONNY Gotta show the flag. 

NICKY Flag of fucking Antarctica. 

Lefty arrives with Donnie. 

SONNY Left. 

PAULIE | eift. 

LEFTY This’s Donnie, a friend of mine. 


ANGLE ON - SONNY, NICKY, PAULIE 
SKEPTICAL as they check Donnie oul. 


ANGLE ON - THE CLUB 

as a car pulls up and two prosperous-looking SKIPPERS 
get out: DOMINICK “BIG TRIN” TRINCHERA, 50s, and 
PHILIP “PHILLY LUCKY” GIACCONE, 50s. They disap- 
pear into the club. 


SONNY Fuck them big puffers. Philly Lucky, Big Trin... 
NICKY The good news is my dick is now a Popsicle. 

RED COWBOY BOOTS 

moving up the block... They belong to: ALPHONSE 
“SONNY RED” INDELICATO, 50s. With him, his son, 
ANTHONY “BRUNO” INDELICATO, 20s, pale, balding 


and coked-out. Lefty looks over, turns to Donnie, his lip 
curled with disdain. 


LEFTY (Aside, to Donnie) Sonny Red. 
Sonny Red confronts Lefty. 

SONNY RED Whio’s this guy? 
LEFTY This’s Donnie, a friend of mine. 


Bruno stares at Donnie. Donnie stares him down as Lefty 
watches. 


BRUNO Just stand there and look dangerous, “friend.” 
LEFTY Yeah, he does look dangerous, don’t he? 
SONNY RED You gonna make this month’s vig? | hope 


SO. 


Bruno snorts in disgust as he and his father move along. 
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Then all eyes turn as a huge LINCOLN pulls up to the club. 
PAULIE (Aside) The boss. 
BODYGUARDS jump out of the Lincoln . . . 


TIME STANDS STILL 


CARMINE “LILO” GALANTE, 69, fat and bald, huge 
CIGAR, emerges from the Lincoln. 


CLOSE ON - LEFTY 

As he watches the boss emerge from the car. A big 
moment for him. He exchanges a look with Donnie. Then 
he watches, awestruck, as Galante disappears inside. 


INT. MORNING - DELI - LOWER EAST SIDE 
Donnie breakfasts among the Hasidim with Curley, who 
reaches for an ENVELOPE on the seat alongside him. 


CURLEY They want you to shave the moustache. Regula- 
lions. 


DONNIE (non, Curley. How do they even know about it? 


As Curley removes an envelope . . . 


PHOTOS OF DONNIE 
The FREEZE FRAMES we saw earlier, taken from a sur- 
veillance camera. He hands them to Donnie. 


CURLEY They want you to shave it—that's the word. 
(Donnie laughs) What's so funny? 

DONNIE So does he. 

Curley laughs, too. 

CURLEY Who, Ruggiero? 

Donnie flips to another photo. . . 


INSERT - SURVEILLANCE PHOTO 
Donnie walks with Lefty up the street to Toyland. 


DONNIE | cin feel it. | got the hook in him. 


INT. DAY - LEFTY’S APARTMENT 

A PLASTIC CHRISTMAS TREE 

on a stand in the corner. Lefty sits in his Barcalounger 
and watches television. 


ON THE SCREEN 
A nature program. ALEOPARD moves stealthily . . . 


NARRATOR 1/0.) Cloaked by the high grasses of the 


African savanna, the stalking leopard moves stealthily . . . 


TOMMY RUGGIERO, 20s, rangy in bell-bottom jeans, 


picks a pimple as he answers the doorbell. Its Donnie. 
CLEAN-SHAVEN now, holding an ENVELOPE. 


TOMMY Oh. You here for my dad? 


Lefts girlfriend, Annette. a good-looking woman in her 
mid-30s, enters in.an apron from the kitchen. 


DONNIE Hi. [im Donnie. 


ANNETTE Come on in. Bennie’s watching TV. You met 
Tommy? 


Donnie follows her inside. Tommy disappears into the 
kitchen. 


BACK ON - LEFTY 
Watching, RAPT, as he eats anchovies out of a can. 


NARRATOR /1°0.) . . . Separated from the herd, the 
vazelle senses danger . . . 

Donnie enters with Annette. Lefty’s eves glued to the set... 
ANNETTE Bennie, Donnie’s here. (Aside, fo Donnie) Ben- 


nie loves animals. 


ON THE SCREEN 

The leopard CHARGES . . . Teeth tear at the gazelle... 
And soon the leopard and her family FEED on a bloody 
carcass. 


NARRATOR /(1/0.) .... Hunter and hunted, predator and 
prey—the endless cycle of nature, repeated once again... 


SATISFIED, Lefty snaps off the show with his REMOTE CON- 
TROL. 


LEFTY J/i17¢ —vou see that? 
ANNETTE ||! be inside if you need me. 


Annette exits. Donnie sits down, hands Lefty an ENVE- 
LOPE. 


DONNIE Here you go, Left. Merry Christmas. 
LEFTY Wait a minute. | got one too. 


Lefty gels up. While Lefty rummages under a tree, an 
ANXIOUS Donnie sneaks a look at bis WATCH. 


DONNIE You know, | thought I'd stop by for a second. 
Lefty returns with an ENVELOPE. 
LEFTY Merry Christmas. 


They both open the envelopes. Each one contains the same 
thing: FIVE HUNDRED DOLLARS. 


LEFTY Thanks, that’s very thoughtful. 


They sit and look at the money a beat. 








DONNIE Well, Merry Christmas, Left. I'd better get going. 
LEFTY | thought you was an orphan. 

DONNIE Seal. 

LEFTY Then where you going? 

INT. DAY - LATER - LEFTY’S APARTMENT - KITCHEN 
Chopped BACON as it renders its fat in a skillet. . . Lefty 
HACKS at a chicken with a cleaver . .. 

ANNETTE Let me do that, Bennie. 

LEFTY Annette, | told you to sharpen this knife. 
DONNIE | never ate this, Left. 


LEFTY You think I cook like they cook in Brooklyn? Them 
goombahs could live to a hundred, all they ever eat is mani- 
cotti. You never ate coco van? 


DONNIE Fugvedaboudit. 

LEFTY Can of College Inn. Tomatoes. Punch of salt. . . 
DONNIE Punch’ 

LEFTY Punch. Punch of salt. 

DONNIE Punch or pinch? 

LEFTY Punch. Not a pinch, a punch. What'd I say, pinch? 
DONNIE No, you said punch. 


LEFTY You know, sometimes you don't make no sense, 
Donnie... 


DONNIE You following this, Annette? 

ANNETTE Oh, no. | can't cook special like Bennie. 
LEFTY Shut up, Annette. (Reszaming) Wherever you go, the 
best cooks are men. On Mars the best cooks are men. 

He hurls the chicken, splattering fat across the stove. Then 
sprays BRANDY... OBLIVIOUS, be turns from the stove. 
returns to bis prep as the brandy EXPLODES . . . Annette 


follows on cue bebind him. Fans at the conflagration with 
a dish towel... 


LEFTY Fugvedaboudit, Donnie. This coco van gonna melt 
in your mouth like Holy Communion. 


INT. LATER - LEFTY’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM 
SUNSET filters through the windows . . . Donnie and 
Lefty sit over drinks as Annette washes dishes in the 
kitchen. 


LEFTY She's a good woman, Annette. You got a girl? 
DONNIE Yeah, | told you, in California. 


LEFTY One broad’s enough for anyone. 


Jommy ducks his head in. 

TOMMY Hley, Pop, I'm going out a couple of hours, okay? 
Then he quickly ducks out before Lefty can say anything. 
LEFTY \y own fucking kid’s a junkie, you believe it? 


DONNIE You should give him a smack in the mouth once 
in a while. 


LEFTY Believe me, | got bruises on my hands. You don't 
know the worries | got, Donnie. A woman like Annette, | can't 
do right by her—I ain't got three bucks in my pocket. | put a 
bet on a horse, that horse don't do what it’s supposed to— 
same as everyone else in my fucking life. | got cancer of the 
prick. My ex-wife, she still lives in this building, I see her in 
the elevator, | gotta have three spritzers after just to calm 
down. 


DONNIE What do you mean, cancer of the prick? 


LEFTY Cancer of the prick. Oh, yeah, you didn’t know that? 
I'm in the medical books for that. (Reswming) | used to 
have a boat, beautiful boat—fifty-foot Bertram with twin 
Chryslers— 


DONNIE Fifty foot’ 
LEFTY Well, not fifty, forty-six—lI hadda give that up. The 


money | owe Sonny Red? The vig alone is ten grand a month, 
what | owe Sonny Red. 


DONNIE Who was that one with him. with that bald head? 
LEFTY You mean his son? Bruno? 


DONNIE One of these days he’s gonna get a nice fucking 
dent in that bald fucking head of his. 


LEFTY You can't do that, Donnie. 
DONNIE | in saying | wish. 


LEFTY A guy like you don’t raise his hands to a made guy. 
(Beat) You know what I did yesterday? | went in front of all 
the skippers, that cocksucker Sonny Red and all of them. | 
went on the record with you. You know what that means? 


DONNIE | know. 
LEFTY You know? 
DONNIE | dont’ 


LEFTY You got no fucking idea, my friend. I'm your man 
now—Jesus Christ can't touch you because | represent you. 
You keep vour nose clean, be a good earner and follow the 
rules, maybe one day when they open the books you'll get 
straightened out—become a wiseguy, a made guy. (Beal) | 
die witcha, Donnie. Anything happens, I'm responsible. 





INT. LATER — LEFTY’S BUILDING — HALLWAY 
Lefty walks Donnie out into the hall. 
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DONNIE Well, Merry Christmas, Left. 
LEFTY Donnie—vyou think you could spot me? 
DONNIE Whaddaya need 


Donnie takes out his CHRISTMAS ENVELOPE. Lefty empties 
it. Folds the bills, pockets them. 


a beaner? 





LEFTY Make sure you check in tomorrow. 

EXT. DUSK - GEORGE WASHINGTON BRIDGE 
Donnie speeds across. A sign reads: 

WELCOME TO NEW JERSEY 

INT. NIGHT — PISTONE HOME 

Donnie enters, carrying SHOPPING BAGS with gifts. 
DONNIE |'m home. 


In the living room, a CHRISTMAS TREE with opened gifts 
beneath. Only a small stack—his—remain unopened. 





NOBODY GREETS HIM 

Donnie looks around, puzzled. Then hears sounds of 
somebody washing dishes inside .. . He finds a SANTA 
HAT. Puts it on. 


IN THE KITCHEN 

MAGGIE PISTONE, 30, blonde and energetic, washes 
dishes at the sink. Donnie enters wearing the Santa hat 
and carrying his bags. 

DONNIE Ho ho ho? 

MAGGIE Look what the reindeer dragged in. 

DONNIE | was working, Maggie. 

MAGGIE Who works Christmas Day, Joe? 

She returns to her dishes. 

DONNIE Where're the girls—at your mother's? 
MAGGIE They couldn't wait anymore. 

DONNIE Christmas they can’t stay home for their father? 
MAGGIE Is that your way of saying you're sorry? 
DONNIE You know I'm sorry. 


MAGGIE Don't tell me. Tell them. (Beat) Just make sure 
you introduce yourself. They might think you're the Fuller 
Brush Man. 


DONNIE You know, Maggie, if you knew what | was doing 
today— 


MAGGIE You won't tell me, remember? 
DONNIE Jhat's for your own protection. 


MAGGIE Don't b.s. me, Joe. Like any of this is for me. 
She resumes with the dishes. Donnie notices a jar of PEANUT 
BUTTER out on the counter. Closes it. Puts it away. . . 
Starts to rearrange the cupboards, boxes and jars . . . 
DONNIE You been getting the checks? 

MAGGIE Yes, I'm getting the checks. 

DONNIE Don't say it like it's nothing, Maggie. It’s not 
nothing. 

MAGGIE Checks are not a husband. 


DONNIE Yeah? There's a lot of women who would disagree 
with you. 


MAGGIE Is that what you've been doing with all your 
women, Joe—conducting a poll? 


DONNIE |'m not even gonna dignify that. (Ma/ers) Seven 
days a week I’m out there catching the bad guys and this is 
what I gotta come home to. 





MAGGIE You said it was gonna be three months. It's going 
on three years. 


DONNIE (0// cupboards) How do you find anything in 
here? You have cereal on three different shelves . . . 


Maggie goes back to her dishes . . . 
MAGGIE Forget it. 
DONNIE It's my job, Maggie. 


MAGGIE What about my job? Christmas Day you don't 
show up—so Mommy puts on the Santa suit, okay! Mommy 
hangs the lights. Mommy carves the roast. . . Can't you 
understand how it would be so much easier if you'd tell me 
what you do with these guys, or where you are? Something, 
just something, just something . . . 


DONNIE Forget it, Maggie. 
She glares at him. He turns away. Then she turns away, too. 


MAGGIE Terry and Kerry are at my mother’s. You have to 
go pick them up. 


DONNIE Where's Sherry? 

MAGGIE Sherry’s with her boyfriend. 

DONNIE Since when does Sherry have a boyfriend? 
MAGGIE lHle's twelve, Joe. 

DONNIE | didn't okay this. 


OVERLAPPING DIALOGUE 
As they both blow .. . 


MAGGIE What do you think, Joe—you think you can just 





drop out of the sky like God of the guineas and bark out 
orders— 


DONNIE |'m the husband, Maggie. I’m the father. 
MAGGIE Undercover my ass. 


DONNIE |'m out there putting bread on the table, a roof 
over your head, clothes on your back— 


MAGGIE You're an undercover frigging husband! 


DONNIE — and Christmas | gotta come home to a god- 
damn empty house? 


MAGGIE Crucify me for wanting to be alone with you. 


INT. NIGHT — LATER - LIVING ROOM 
They stumble, kissing and biting and sucking and tearing 
at each other... 


CRASH! 

Into the Christmas tree .. . Donnie reaches to right it, 
still holding onto Maggie, but loses his balance . . . They 
topple over the couch and onto the floor. 


MAGGIE No. Not here. 

Piggyback on each other, they head 

UP THE STAIRS 

In fits and starts - propriety draws them upstairs against 
the gravitational pull of naked NEED. And they almost 
make it. But at the very top of the stairs, need takes over. 


They make love with the DESPERATION of two people 
clinging to the last flotsam of a shipwreck . . . 


INT. NIGHT —- LATER - PISTONE HOME - BEDROOM 
He holds her in his arms, naked beneath the sheets. She 
caresses him. 

MAGGIE... What happened to the moustache? 
DONNIE The B—they made me shave it. 

MAGGIE That was the only thing I liked about this job. 
DONNIE You liked the moustache. 

MAGGIE Yeah, | did. 

DONNIE So Sherry has a boyfriend, huh? 

MAGGIE He's a nice kid. He’s on the wrestling team. 
DONNIE | bet he is. 


MAGGIE Wait’! you hear how Kerry does the catechism. 
And you have to see how they swim, all three of them, it’s 
unbelievable. Terry's a fish—her hair's turning green from 
the chlorine, but can she go, | mean—you know what | 
mean? The coach says he never saw nothing like it at her 





age. There's a meet on Saturday, if you're 
DONNIE We'll see. 
They lie in bed a beat. 


DONNIE | wouldn't do this to you if I didn’t know you 
could handle it. 


MAGGIE |'m not the one I'm worried about. 


INT. MORNING - PISTONE HOME — KITCHEN 
Donnie sits with Sherry, Terry and Kerry over breaktast 
Nobody says a word. 


DONNIE What, I'm getting the silent treatment? (Beal) 
I'm vof getting the silent treatment? (Beal) C'mon, I'll bet 
vou. I'll bet you twenty bucks—you really think you can get 
through this entire breakfast without saving three words? 


TERRY You lose. 


INT./EXT. DAY - PISTONE HOME 
Maggie tolds laundry in her bedroom. Glances outside 


MAGGIE’S POV 
A SHADOWY GUY has emerged trom his parked car and 
Donnie is talking with him. 


INT. DAY — PISTONE HOME 

Maggie hustles the girls downstairs toward the basement 
REC ROOM as Donnie and the Shadowy Guy head 
upstairs. 


IN THE BEDROOM 

Donnie takes a PHONE out of a drawer and dials. 
LEFTY (10.) Hello? 

DONNIE Left? Donnie. I'm just checking in. 


Maggie tiptoes upstairs... The door is slightly ajar . . . She 
eavesdrops, watches her husband on the phone... Then 
she watches as he CLOSES THE DOOR . . . 


ANGLE ON - DONNIE 
As he talks on the phone. 





LEFTY /1/0.) Donnie 
DONNIE That's what | said, I'm checking in. 

LEFTY 1:0.) You know what happened? You see the news? 
DONNIE No. What? I been out all day. 

LEFTY Go get the paper and call me back. 


you're supposed to check in, Donnie. 


EXT. DAY — NEW JERSEY SUBURBAN STREETS 
Donnie drives through the woodsy morning quiet of the 
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suburbs on Christmas vacation. Looks in the REARVIEW 
MIRROR. Gets suspicious. Turns. A car turns with him. . . 
FOLLOWING him. 


DONNIE TENSE 

Why was Lefty so insistent? He turns again. Again, the 
car FOLLOWS. Donnie looks again in the rearview mirror. 
Something FAMILIAR about that car... Turns again. A 
scowl of RECOGNITION plays across Donnie’s face. And 
he goes COLD. . . Approaching an intersection: 


A YELLOW LIGHT 


Donnie slows, then SPEEDS through the intersection as 
the yellow light goes red. Checks his mirror — the other 
car STUCK at the light. 


INSIDE THE OTHER CAR 
It's Maggie. She SMACKS the steering wheel in ANGER. 


MAGGIE Fuck you. Fuck fuck fuck you. 


Donnie drives on toward the George Washington Bridge. 


INT. DAY - LEFTY’S FLEETWOOD - 59TH ST. BRIDGE 
On the front page of the New York Post: 


Carmine Galante, the BOSS, his cigar still clenched in his 
teeth, sprawled bloody, DEAD in a Brooklyn restaurant. 
Under it, the headline: RUBOUT. 


WIDER 

Lefty folds it in DISGUST, lights a cigarette - even more 
JUMPY than usual. MANTOVANI plays on Lefty's 8- 
TRACK PLAYER - the THEME from “A SUMMER PLACE’ 
Donnie drives across the 59th St. Bridge. 


LEFTY The boss gets whacked. The fucking boss—you never 
hear from the boss until he gets whacked, and then your 
whole fucking life gets turned around. 


DONNIE Where re we going? 

LEFTY | vot sent for. 

DONNIE Whiat does that mean, you got sent for? 
LEFTY What do you think it means? 


DONNIE Look, Left, you don't want to go, | can just turn 
the car around... 


LEFTY What are you gonna do, Donnie? Take a left off the 
fucking bridge? 


DONNIE | don't mean right here. 


LEFTY You get sent for, you gotta go. | got sent for by Sonny, 
Donnie. I'm telling you, I’m sick with this. 


DONNIE Sonny Red? 


Donnie powers the window down . . . 


LEFTY Did | say Sonny Red? Not Sonny Red. Sonny Black. 
(Off window) Donnie—put the fucking—. You wanna kill 
me with that draft? 





... then powers it back up. 
DONNIE | thought you and Sonny Black were friends. 


LEFTY Ain't the question. The whole time Sonny Black was 
in the can—he got a family, he got a mistress, he got a mis- 
tress for his mistress —I watched out for all of them. | was 
the only one. Two hundred fazools, week in, week out. I got 
told to shut my mouth about Sonny Black, | stood up to the 
boss himself, that cocksucker— (Crossing himself) Rest in 
peace. 


DONNIE Then what re you worried about? 


LEFTY You know, Donnie, sometimes | think in that 
orphanage they dropped you on your fucking head. 











DONNIE How'm'l supposed to know if you don’t explain it 
to me? 


LEFTY You think | don’t know how a hit gets set up? What 
| know—TWenty-six times I was on the other end of that 
fucking phone! 

DONNIE You just got done saving Sonny Black’s your 
friend. 

LEFTY / vo/ sent for, Donnie. That's the way it is in Our 
Thing—yvou go in alive and you come out dead. Your best 
friend is the one that does it. Who do you think? 


Lefty lights another cigarette. 


EXT. DAY - THE MOTION LOUNGE - GREENPOINT 
They drive up Withers Street. Donnie pulls up to a three- 
story building — the Motion Lounge. 


LEFTY Wait out here. (Bea?) Listen, anything happens to 
me, make sure Annette gets the car. 

Lefty takes a last drag of his cigarette, exits. Doinie 
drums his fingers on the wheel. THINKS . . . 


INT. DAY - THE MOTION LOUNGE 
Nicky and Paulie play gin. A BAR along one wail. PIN- 
BALL MACHINE in the corner, POOL TABLE in the back. 


PAULIE (Sires funelessly) “Love on the rocks, ain't no 
surprise.” 


NICKY Lookit this hand—ming'! This ain't. a hand. This’s 
a deformed fucking Creature of the Black Lagoon fucking 
claw, 


Lefty comes in the front door. 


ee 


PAULIE Left. 

NICKY Left. 

PAULIE “Love on the rocks, ain't no surprise.” 

Lefty sits down, NERVOUS. Something in their placid faces 
that tells him: this is how it happens. 


INT./EXT. DAY - SAME TIME - CAR/MOTION LOUNGE 
Donnie looks across the street at the Motion Lounge, 
thinking. He reaches forward and opens the glove com- 
partment... takes out a SWITCHBLADE . . . slips it in 
his pocket. Exits the car, crosses the street to the Motion 
Lounge. 


INT. DAY - SAME TIME - MOTION LOUNGE 
Lefty gets up, lights a cigarette. 


LEFTY Where's Sonny? 


NICKY He went ‘crossed’a street to get the action from 
Boots. 


AT THE DOOR 
It's not Sonny. It's Donnie. 


NICKY Donnie. 


PAULIE (With cards) Gin. (Sings) “Love on the rocks, ain't 
no surprise.” 


Donnie sits. Lefty glares at him—ACCUSES him with his 
eyes. Who told you to come in here? 


LEFTY It ain't no fucking surprise, neither. 
NICKY Paulie, that ain't gin. 

PAULIE Fuggedaboudit. That's gin. 
NICKY You got two sevens. 

Paulie takes a long look at his cards. 
PAULIE | know | had three sevens. 


NICKY You é0w you had three sevens? You don't have 
three sevens. 

PAULIE | had three sevens, Nicky. 

NICKY I'l] tell you what. From now on we play the honor 
system. 

Lefty watches the front door as Sonny enters. 

SONNY That fucking Boots—two hundred in action and 
we come out with a dime? (7o Lefty) C’mon. Let's go take a 
ride. You too, Donnie. Come on. 

Sonny heads out the back door. Donnie and Lefty ex- 


change a look, follow him. Paulie throws down his cards 
in disgust. 


PAULIE You wanna win on a technicality? | ain't playing 
gin with you, fuggedaboudit. 


NICKY Fuggedaboudit. I'm the only one knows how to keep 
score. 


EXT. DAY - MOTION LOUNGE 
They all emerge from the back door. Parked in the alley: 


A BRAND-NEW MERCEDES 
SONNY Hey, Left, ride up front with me. 


INT. DAY - SONNY’S MERCEDES - BQE 

Neil Diamond's “LOVE ON THE ROCKS" plays on the 
stereo of the Mercedes as Sonny drives on the Brooklyn- 
Queens Expressway, Lefty in the front seat, Paulie, Nicky 
and Donnie in back. 

NICKY Hey, Sonny, step on it. | got a date tonight out in Jersey. 
SONNY Which broad is this? 

NICKY From the calendar. Miss Pennzoil Air Filter of 1978. 
Sonny and Paulie MIME two big BREASTS. 

UNISON (Che menne! 

NICKY That's the one. 

Lefty, NERVOUS, pulls down the sun visor. Looks at Paulie 
in the mirror. Paulie waves to him. Sonny catches this. 
SONNY Whiat are you doing, there, Left? 

LEFTY Checking my lipstick. 

Everyone laughs. 


SONNY Ah, Left—what'd I do without you? What'd you do 
without Lefty, hah, Donnie? You'd have to find yourself a new 
goombah. 


NICKY That was something about the boss, huh? 
SONNY We all gotta go sometime. 


Lefty looks nervously at Paulie again. Donnie WATCHES 
this... Thinks: what to do? 


EXT. DAY - KENNEDY AIRPORT 

They walk from the parked Mercedes toward a FREIGHT 
HANGAR. The scene is otherwise DESERTED. Lefty, 
NERVOUS, lights a cigarette. Planes periodically ROAR 
overhead. 


LEFTY Sonny, what is this? We glomming something? 


Lefty heads toward the hangar, followed by Sonny. Donnie 
moves to follow. Paulie stops him. 

PAULIE What's wrong with you? Just stay here and watch 
the fucking car. 
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Donnie stops. Watches as Paulie and Nicky follow Sonny 
and Lefty. disappear around the corner of the hangar . . . 


DONNIE ()/:///ers) God damn it. 


ANGLE ON - LEFTY 
As he approaches the hangar, surrounded by the others . . . 


SONNY After you. 


INT. DAY - AIRPORT HANGAR 
Lefty opens the door, walks into the DARKNESS ...A 
terrifying SILENCE... Then: 


A LION ROARS 

sonny switches on the lights. A pale and shaken Lefty 
looks at a LION CUB as it GROWLS. 

LEFTY Christ. | think I shit my pants. 


SONNY It was supposed to go to some animal dealer. Fuck 
him. 


NICKY Look, Left, he likes you. 
The lion ROARS again. 


SONNY That's for you, Left. Now that I got the power 
you're under me. 


LEFTY Whaddayou mean, you got the power? 
NICKY Sonny got upped. 


SONNY Rusty's gonna run it from the can. The power in 
Little Italy's with Sonny Red. I got Brooklyn. 


LEFTY That's why | got sent for? 


SONNY Yeah, why? Whaddayou think, you was gonna get 
whacked? 

NICKY Lefty thought he’s gonna get whacked! 

Gales of LAUGHTER from the guys. 

SONNY How come, that money you owe Sonny Red? Don't 


worry, chooch. Now vou owe it to me. 


INT. NIGHT — CADILLAC 
Donnie drives. Lefty, FUMING, smokes a cigarette. The 
lion growls, ROARS. Then ROARS again. 


LEFTY (70 /ion) Okay, shaddup already! (Zo Donnie) Pull 
over here. 


EXT. NIGHT — WHITE CASTLE 
Donnie and Lefty pull up. They leave the lion in the car 
and enter the diner. 


INT. NIGHT —- WHITE CASTLE 


A SIGN: “Home of the Square Hamburger.” Donnie and 
Letty order at the counter. 


LEFTY Give me forty. 


EXT. NIGHT —- WHITE CASTLE 

Donnie and Lefty lean against the parked Cadillac with 
SACKS of hamburgers. They open up each hamburger, 
take the meat out and toss it to the lion. 


LEFTY . |. Sonny Black they make a skipper. I ain't a 
mutt—thirty years busting my hump, for what? A lion. I'm 
like the invisible fucking man in This Thing, 


DONNIE You know, Left, not for nothing, but five hours 
ago you thought you's gonna get whacked. 


LEFTY Donnie 
DONNIE Not in so many words... 


LEFTY | don't understand you, Donnie. How many words 
does it take? 


DONNIE You're right. | misunderstood. 


They toss the burgers without saying anything. 


did | say I was gonna get whacked? 





LEFTY Thirty years I've been earning. There ever was work 
to be done—call Lefty —I never complained. ‘Twenty-six 
guys I clipped. But do I get upped? They passed me by. Sonny 
Black gets upped. I don’t get fucking upped. 


DONNIE Who knows, Left? Maybe Sonny was in on whack- 


ing the boss. 





LEFTY ()f course he was in on whacking the boss! (Mufflers) 
Whacking the boss. Another thing I get left out of. 
DONNIE It's big bureaucracy. Just like any other bureau- 
CACY. 

LEFTY I's not like a fucking bureaucracy. A bureaucracy? 
Why do you call it a bureaucracy? 

DONNIE I'm saying they don't appreciate you. 

LEFTY What do you mean, they don’t appreciate me? You 
think they appreciate you? 

DONNIE | in taking your side, Left. 

LEFTY You're on my side because | let you. Don't get on 
vour high horses, Donnie. 

They toss the burgers to the lion. 

LEFTY I'll tell you, | wish | had that boat again, That 
Bertram? One day I'd just drive down to the pier with Annette, 
get on that boat, and just go. North, South, East or West. And 


nobody'd ever find me. 


DONNIE Look, Left, I'm sorry what | said about the 
bureaucracy. | was out of line. 











LEFTY It ain't a bureaucracy, Donnie. It’s got all of its 
things, the same things like a bureaucracy, but it ain't a 
bureaucracy. (Beat) | just don’t move up. 


They toss burgers to the lion, the snow and the building lit 
white against the murk of Queens. 


INT. DAY - FBI HEADQUARTERS 

AN ORGANIZATIONAL CHART 

as Curley moves a MUG SHOT of LEFTY under the name 
“BENJAMIN ‘LEFTY’ RUGGIERO” into its place under- 
neath Sonny Black. 


CLOSE ON - THE MUG SHOT 
As a PUSHPIN moves toward it... The bony POP! ol 
the puncture as the pin sticks Lefty to the wall . . . 


WIDER 

One branch runs from Sonny Black down to Letty, 
Paulie, Nicky and others . . . Another branch runs down 
from SONNY RED to Bruno and the others ... MUG 
SHOTS of Philly Lucky and Big Trin atop their crews .. . 
A Bonanno FAMILY TREE. 


MONTAGE 

EXT. NIGHT —- TRUCK DEPOT AND BRIDGE 

Five armed men in SKI MASKS hijack a truck underneath 
the Manhattan Bridge, to Sister Sledge’s “WE ARE FAMILY” 
... The largest among them brutally pistol-whips the 
truck driver... He whips off his mask - it's Sonny. 


INT. DAY - DELI - LOWER EAST SIDE 
Donnie at the deli. . . Curley hands him a TAPE RE- 
CORDER and he sticks it in his boot. 


INT. NIGHT - MOTION LOUNGE 

On a SATURDAY NIGHT, the guys “hair dance” with their 
girlfriends while SISTER SLEDGE - the actual Sister 
Sledge - performs in the Motion Lounge . . . Donnie 
ARM-WRESTLES with Sonny in front of a cheering 
crowd of guys and girls at the Motion Lounge . . . They 
struggle, eyeball to eyeball... Then Donnie puts him 
down... 


INT. NIGHT - DONNIE’S APARTMENT 
Donnie, back at this monastic apartment, lifts weights 
and notes his progress on a chart... 


INT./EXT. DAY - GARMENT CENTER LOADING DOCK 
AND STREET 

A GARMENT CENTER MANAGER sits with his mouth 
sealed with gaffer’s tape, tied to a chair . . . Our guys 
load RACKS OF CLOTHING into vans .. . Nicky tries on 
a SPORT JACKET in the mirror and Sonny cutfs him in 
the head. 


INT. DAY - DELI - LOWER EAST SIDE 

Donnie meets with Curley at the deli. Takes the tape 
recorder out of his boot, pulls out am AUDIO CASSETTE, 
hands it to Curley. .. 


EXT. DUSK ~- 59TH STREET BRIDGE 
The CADILLACS convoy behind Sonny's Mercedes overt 
the 59th Street Bridge at night... 


INT. NIGHT - MANHATTAN DISCO 

Sonny and his entourage sit at RINGSIDE TABLES at a 
Manhattan DISCO . . . Suddenly the MAITRE D’ enters 
and, with copious insincerity, apologizes lor moving 
them to another table. Sonny Black turns and sees 
SONNY RED with Philly Lucky, Big Trin, Bruno and a 
large group, toting bottles of Dom Perignon as they 
occupy the ringside tables . . . Sonny Red and Sonny 
Black exchange a look. 


INT. DAY - DELI - LOWER EAST SIDE 
Donnie is perplexed to find Curley sitting with DEAN 
BLANDFORD, 40s, a Mormon with a fatherly manner. 


DONNIE Hey, Curley. 


CURLEY Hey, how’s it going? This is Dean Blandford. He's 
up from Washington. 


BLANDFORD Joe. 


DONNIE Donnie. Call me Donnie. | don’t want to get con- 
fused. 


BLANDFORD | know how it is, Bud, you get so busy 
sometimes, | forget my own name. 

CURLEY Dean's up from Washington. 

DONNIE Yeah, you said that. 


BLANDFORD Now that the operation is starting to bear 
fruit, headquarters decided to transfer me up to Sin City 
here— 


DONNIE 10 keep an eye on me? 


BLANDFORD —1o make sure you receive the proper sup- 
port. (Beat) And to make sure—in all the hubbub—there 
are no missed opportunities. 


DONNIE What do you mean, “missed opportunities”? 


BLANDFORD Wel!—for example—we have an agent 
down in Miami under the name “Richie Gazzo.” We thought 
if you went down there and vouched for him it couid help 
jump-start the operation. 


DONNIE What's this guy need me to vouch for him for? 


BLANDFORD (ice, | was hoping we could get off on the 
right foot here. 


CURLEY What's the big deal? You go down and vouch for 
the guy. Sit in the sun for a week. 


DONNIE | vouch for this guy I could end up dead. 


BLANDFORD So could he. (Beat) You're not the only one 
risking your life out there, Bud. 


Donnie thinks a beat. 
DONNIE |'|! figure something out. 


EXT. DAY - MOTION LOUNGE 

A LION IN WINTER. Paulie in his overcoat, the lion on its 
leash, their breath visible in the cold. The lion stops, 
sniffs at an AUTOMOBILE. Lifts a leg . 


PEES ON THE TIRE 


Paulie, embarrassed, looks around. NEIGHBORS watch 
from windows - some amused, some disapproving. The 
lion moves on to the next car. Sniffs. Pees on the tire. 
And then on to the next... 


SONNY'S MERCEDES 


The lion sniffs. Paulie tugs on the leash. The lion resists, 
sniffs some more. Paulie tugs harder. The lion litts its leg 
_.. Paulie YANKS on the leash — the lion ROARS. Paulie 
DRAGS the lion into the Motion Lounge. 


INT. DAY - MOTION LOUNGE 

A METALLIC BANG 

as Lefty WHACKS at a stolen PARKING METER with a 
hammer. Sonny sits with Donnie, Nicky and the twenty 
other WISEGUYS in the crew - all poring over little spiral 
NOTEBOOKS. Like a BOARD MEETING of the Sonny 
Black Corporation, punctuated by ROARS trom the lion, 
downstairs in the basement 


WISEGUY #1 |. _| got a guy's gonna middle that load of 
Sergio Valentes. 

PAULIE We got the Quaaludes with that guy—making ‘em 
forus... 

WISEGUY #2 reports, post-laryngectomy, with a BUZZER 
held to his throat. 


WISEGUY #2 Whaddawe go with that? | think | got a guy 
| can off that to. 


PAULIE Sixty cents apiece. | think it’s sixty. 


NICKY You give two or three of those to a broad, fugged- 
aboudit. She'll do anything you want. 


PAULIE You think if I give three Quaaludes to Brenda, 
she'll cook? 


WISEGUY #2 A dime on the vig. 


He hands Sonny a wad of one hundred hundred-dollar 


bills in a rubber band. Sonny shoves it in his pocket. 
SONNY Whaddayou got on the street? 

WISEGUY #2 A hundred. 

SONNY By the end of the year, | want that to be two-fifty. 


Sonny jots it down. Lefty WHACKS at the meter. 


SONNY Wil! you stop with that? 
LEFTY How else I'm gonna open it? Open sesame? 


SONNY What are you gonna get out of that, Left? Fifty 
scoot? 


LEFTY Ain't the question. A score’s a score. 


SONNY Managgia ... Sonny Red's got a million a week 
just with that trucking company of his in Jersey—I got fifty 
Scoot. 


Nicky gets up, smokes a cigarette. 


NICKY You know what? We should hijack an oil tanker. 
Lotta money in oil. 


SONNY Pirates of the fucking Caribbean. 
NICKY |'m saying look at how rich the Arabs are getting. 


DONNIE A guy | know down in Florida, he says it’s wide 
open down there. 


Lefty BANGS at the meter... Gives Donnie a look that 
says: SHUT UP. 

SONNY Where Florida? 

DONNIE The Beach. 


NICKY All the economy's moving down there. They call it 
the Sunbelt. 


PAULIE Florida got their own wiseguys, for your informa- 
tion. 


NICKY Florida and Arizona. Because of the energy crisis. 
They had a whole conversation on the Long John Nebel Show. 


PAULIE Up here it’s three thousand wiseguys all chasing 
the same nickel. 


Something has clicked with Sonny . . . 

SONNY (7) Donnie) You're from there, Florida, right? 
Lefty BANGS the parking meter again. 

NICKY Lotta parking meters down in Florida. 


LAUGHTER all around. Till Sonny EXPLODES. In a RAGE, 
he overturns the card table. 

SONNY You think this is a fucking joke? (Slaps Nicky) 
I'm the skipper. I gotta answer now. Fifty grand a month | 
gotta kick up to Rusty—every month! Ah, managgia, one 
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day I'm gonna die, and I'm gonna be in this same fucking 
room, with these same fucking guys, talking about these 
same fucking scams that never amount to anything, and 
that’s how I'll know | got fucking sent to Hell. 


Sonny STORMS out. The guys sit, look at each other. Some 
dazed. Some CALCULATING. Nicky, humiliated, lights 
another cigarette. Paulie turns to the others: 


PAULIE We better start earning or somebody's gonna get 
clipped. 


INT. NIGHT - DONNIE’S CADILLAC 
Donnie drives. Lefty smokes. 





LEFTY Donnie 
DONNIE | didn't inject nothing, Left. 


LEFTY You injected that. Don’t tell me no. | know you, Don- 
nie. You don’t say nothing unless there’s a reason for it. 
Who's this fucking guy in Florida? 


DONNIE Richie? He's just a guy | used to know down 
there. 

LEFTY You vouch for this guy? 

DONNIE | was just bullshitting around, Left. 

LEFTY You think Sonny Black was just bullshitting around? 
DONNIE Ile wasn't’ 


LEFTY Listen to me, Donnie. | swear on—lI don't know 
which to swear on, my dead father, my mother, who I love, 
my children—1 swear to you, something's going on that you 
don’t know about. 


DONNIE | know. 


LEFTY (Avery) You know? That's the problem is, you don 7 
know. You think you can trust Sonny Black? You can’t trust 
Sonny Black. Sonny Black is one big fat fucking snake in 
the...uh...uh... 


DONNIE Snake in the grass. 


LEFTY You can't say that, Donnie. Sonny Black is the skip- 
per. You don't open your mouth about him. 


why'd you inject that, Donnie, with Florida? 





DONNIE Left. | was just making conversation. 


LEFTY What happens now, Mr. Smart Conversation? What 
happens when Sonny Black wants to go to Florida? 


DONNIE Whi said he's going to Florida? 


LEFTY Donnie—don't think you got the wood over my eyes. 
| watch you siding up to Sonny Black. 


DONNIE | ain't siding up to him. 
LEFTY | vot two grenades at home—lI'd blow up all Mul- 


berry Street before I'd give you up. | don’t know what I'd do, 
vou did something wrong. 


DONNIE | ain't gonna do nothing wrong. 


LEFTY Listen to me—ain't nobody gonna give you a pass 
no more. He goes to Florida, you're responsible. And I'm 
responsible ‘cause | represent you. 





DONNIE Richie called me up, he's getting hassled by some 
half-assed wiseguys. He needs a partner who can give him 
peace of mind. He has a nightclub down there. 


LEFTY A nightclub? 
DONNIE Like a singles bar. Right near the beach. 


LEFTY Vhat’s all you care about, Donnie. Broads and getting 
the wrinkles out of your stomach. 


DONNIE You know where we're going to eat? 


LEFTY Do | know? Some fucking joint Nicky picked. 
(Resuming) | die witcha, you understand? You walk ona 
chalk line from now on. 


INT. NIGHT - JAPANESE RESTAURANT 
A Japanese MAITRE D’ greets them at the door. 
MAITRE D’ (ood evening. Please step this way. 


He ushers them inside. Donnie lets the others go before 
him. Something on his mind... 


NICKY My wife says it’s very in, Japanese. She read about it 
in Parade magazine. Very big now. 


LEFTY | never ate this. What kind of food is this? 
Ihe Maitre da stops them, smiles. 

MAITRE D’ Please to remove your shoes. 
DONNIE’S COWBOY BOOT 


with the Nagra in it. The Maitre d’ waiting for Donnie’s 
shoes, GESTURES . . . Donnie thinking fast. . . 


DONNIE (iet a load of this guy. (70 Maitre d’) How about 
vou take off your pants? 

Nicky sits down. Takes off his shoes. 

MAITRE D’ |'111 afraid is necessary: 

DONNIE | ain't gonna. 

NICKY Hey, Donnie. When in Rome. 

DONNIE Hey, Nicky, who won the fucking war? 


SONNY Whit the fuck, Donnie, you gonna fight the war 
all over again? C'mon, take off your fucking shoes. 


DONNIE | aint gonna. 








LEFTY Donnie 


SONNY [in hungry and | ain't in the mood. Take off your 
fucking shoes or I'm gonna chop off your fucking feet. 


DONNIE Hey, Sonny, this Jap’s gonna tell ae what to do? 
| hadda grow up in a fucking orphanage because my Daddy 
died in Okinawa defending our country. | never even seen his 
grave. 

This affects everyone, as if they've just heard laps. 
SONNY He ain't taking his shoes off. Okay, Mr. Moto? 


MAITRE D? [111 afraid is necessary. (Off Sonny's look) Vm 


afraid is necessary. 


SONNY BLOWS UP 
like a tackle exploding off the line. Grabs the Maitre d’ 
and RAMS him through the doors of the MEN'S ROOM ... 


INT. NIGHT - JAPANESE RESTAURANT - MEN’S ROOM 
Sonny BANGS on the Maitre d’, Donnie right behind 
him. They overwhelm the Maitre d’ as the others 
SWARM inside. 


FISTS AND KICKS 

crunch down on the Maitre d. Donnie in with them - 
EXCITED by the fray, the adrenaline RUSH. The Maitre d’ 
SCREAMS. Lefty moves to the door, leans against it. 
Nicky takes 


A ROLL OF QUARTERS 

out of his jacket. PUNCHES hard across the Maitre d's 
brow. Blood TORRENTS out of the gash, pours down 
into the Maitre d's eyes. But he won't go down. Swinging 
wildly . . . 


Sonny grabs a GARBAGE CAN, swings it at the Maitre d- 
Again and again. Till the Maitre d’ COLLAPSES. The guys 
KICK at him. . . Until, WINDED, they pull away. 


Donnie looks at the Maitre d', splayed UNCONSCIOUS 
in the puddle of blood, groaning . . . Winded by the exer- 
tion... APPALLED by his part in the bloodshed. 


INT. NIGHT - DONNIE'S APARTMENT 

Donnie, exhausted, sits on his monastic cot. Pulls off 
one COWBOY BOOT. Then pulls off the other. Reaches 
inside for 


A NAGRA TAPE RECORDER 

about twice the size of a deck of cards. Pulls out the 
CASSETTE, rewinds it in a TAPE DECK. Then presses 
“PLAY: 


CLOSE ON - DONNIE 

As he replays the violence, the SCREAMS of the Maitre 
d', the CURSES of the guys, the loud THUD of his own 
boot... He reflects on the explosion of violence ... 


He stops the tape, pulls it out. Rips the tape out of the 
cassette. Burns it in a pan on his stove .. . 


MONTAGE 
“Y.M.C.A”” by the Village People plays over: 


EXT. DAY - MIAMI 
A sign: WELCOME TO FLORIDA 


INT. DAY - MIAMI AIRPORT 

The guys arrive at the Miami airport - Sonny and Judy, 
Nicky and Paulie with GIRLFRIENDS, and Donnie and 
Lefty. NOT Annette. 


EXT. DAY - MIAMI TENNIS COURT 
Dressed in gym shorts, black socks and street shoes, the 
guys HACK enthusiastically on the TENNIS COURT. 


EXT. DAY - MIAMI SWIMMING POOL 

Slathered in oil, holding REFLECTORS, the guys BAKE in 
the sun by the POOL. Paulie has two DOVES tattooed on 
his chest. On lounges nearby, the girls suntan together. 


EXT. DAY - MIAMI WATER PARK 

WATER SLIDES. The guys come down - on their bellies, 
on their backs, making “trains” locking hands and ankles 
- landing with a SPLASH in a big pool. 


EXT. DAY - MIAMI THEME PARK 
A cuddly FUN FIGURE gives Lefty a hug at a THEME 
PARK. Nicky snaps a picture . . . 


EXT. DAY - MIAMI BEACH 
The guys bury Lefty in the sand while he sleeps under an 
umbrella, an empty wineglass at his side . . . 


EXT. DAY - MIAMI DOGTRACK 

The DOGTRACK. Our guys cheer on the GREY- 
HOUNDS. Down to the wire. The pack RUNS OVER US 
and we CUT TO: 


EXT. DAY - PISTONE HOME - NEW JERSEY 

A think blanket of SNOW on the ground. Maggie shovels 
the STATION WAGON from out of a snowbank. She 
SNEEZES. The sound of the phone as it RINGS inside. 
She plants the shovel in a snowbank with a THUNK! 
Goes inside. The slam of the door starts an AVALANCHE 
from the root... 


EXT. DAY - THE TAHITIAN HOTEL 
In an alcove near poolside. Donnie talks on a PAY PHONE. 


DONNIE (7) phone) Vm in Florida. 
MAGGIE (1/0.) What are you doing in Florida? 
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DONNIE What do you think I'm doing? I'm working. 
MAGGIE (1: 0.) It's twelve degrees here. 

GIRLS IN BIKINIS 

Crisscross in the foreground, revealing Sonny with the 


New York papers, Paulie and Nicky on chaises by the 
pool. Lefty sits with a spritzer in his “cabana set. 


SONNY Lookit this—john Wayne died. (Looking around) 
Where's Donnie? 

NICKY John Wayne. How could John Wayne die? 

LEFTY The fucking Indians got him. 


NICKY Hey, have some respect. This man is a legend, a leg- 
endary figure in the history of this country. 


Lefty gets up, exits. Judy brings Sonny a drink. 
CROSSCUTTING TO: 

INT. DAY - PISTONE HOME 

Maggie in the kitchen, cradles the phone in her shoul- 
der, amidst the chaos of getting the girls ready tor 
school. 


MAGGIE Sherry, put that coat on. You get back here, little 
lady. 

SHERRY (So//o) Bitch. 

MAGGIE What'd you say? 

DONNIE (1: 0.) Is everything okay? 


MAGGIE What if | said no, Joe. Would it make any differ- 
ence? 


DONNIE (1/0.) No, | guess not. 
MAGGIE Then don’t ask. (7erry sneezes) Oh, Terry, let me 


find you a Kleenex. 


CROSSCUTTING TO: 
EXT. DAY — TAHITIAN MOTEL 
Donnie on the pay phone. 


DONNIE Where's Kerry? | wanna talk to her about the 
Communion. 


MAGGIE (1.0.) She doesn’t want to do it. 


DONNIE What do you mean, she doesn’t want to do it? It’s 
not up to her. 


MAGGIE (1.0.) She's just acting out. 
Sounds of Sherry and Terry fighting . . . 


DONNIE Maggie, | gotta talk to her. Sunday's right around 
the corner. | don’t know when I'm gonna have another 


chance to— (Beat) Does she know at least to don’t bite the 
wafer? 


MAGGIE (1.0.) | gotta go. 

DONNIE Okay. Bye. 

Donnie moves to hang up. Remembers. Lifts the phone . . . 
DONNIE | love you. 

... Into a DIAL TONE. He hangs up as Lefty approaches. 
LEFTY Was that Richie? 

DONNIE What'd Sonny say? 

LEFTY You told Sonny about the club? 

DONNIE | thought you did. 


LEFTY Just keep your mouth shut and call Richie. (Beat) | 
wanna go see that club. 


While Donnie dials, Lefty looks furtively at Sonny. 


ANGLE ON - SONNY 
Reading the paper as Paulie gets up, stretches . . . 


SONNY | can't believe John Wayne died. 


ZZZZH! ZZZZH! 


FREEZE FRAMES in black-and-white, to the sounds of an 
autowinder. 


PAULIE We all gotta go sometime. 


... Then Paulie DIVES in the pool . . . As the water splashes 
up from his dive. . . 


ZZZZH! and FREEZE FRAME 


ANGLE ON - SONNY 
As he watches Letty and Donnie exit down the breeze- 
way. 


EXT. DAY — KING'S COURT 

A NIGHTCLUB on the highway, with palm trees in front 
and six tennis courts in back. Donnie’s rented Cadillac 
parked out front. Supered below: 


“KINGS COURT.” MIAMI, FLORIDA. 1980. 

CLOSER 

Donnie waits with Lefty in the hot sun. Lefty smokes, 
kicks irritably at the stones on the parking lot. Looks at 
his watch. 

LEFTY Donnie, it’s a half hour. Where is this guy? 
DONNIE | don't know, Lefty. 


a 
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Donnie looks at his watch. Then a purple TRANS-AM with a 
flaming eagle on the hood pulls up. RICHIE GAZZO, 40s, a 
vibrantly suntanned undercover FBI agent, emerges. His 
open Hawaiian shirt reveals a brace of gold chains. 
GAZZO Hey, Don—yvou brought the cavalry! (With hand- 
shake) Richie Gazzo! 

Gazz0 offers his hand. but Lefty just stares at him. Fumbles 
in his pockets for his keys as he blusters toward the door . . . 


GAZZO (ops. I'm late, I’m late, I'm late... (7urns) | 
guess you guys got a chance to work on your suntans out 
here, hah? 

They are not amused. 

INT. DAY - KING'S COURT 

A cobwebbed space with the power turned off. Gazzo 
opens the drapes and motes of dust dance in the sun- 


light that pokes through the windows. Gazzo finds a 
FLASHLIGHT behind the bar. 


GAZZO King’s Court. Every man a king. Wait'll you see 
the banquet room, you'll plofz. 

LEFTY Donnie 
DONNIE What the hell happened, Richie? 


GAZZO | hadda shut the doors. The way these bums had 
their hands in my pockets . . . Two hundred bucks for this, 
three hundred bucks for that—ha! | gotta wife for that! 


LEFTY Get him out of here, Donnie. 
DONNIE Step outside for a second, Richie. 


ask him why it’s such a dump, Donnie. 





They exchange a look. Gazzo shrugs. Exits. 


ANGLE ON - LEFTY 
as he takes Donnie aside. 


LEFTY What kind of man has a male voglia, he don't want 
to provide for his wife? 

DONNIE What, Richie? He's okay. 

LEFTY You vouch for him? 

DONNIE | knew him a while ago, he was okay then. 
LEFTY You vouch for this guy, Donnie? 


DONNIE All I'm doing is making the introduction. You 
make the decision. 


Lefty thinks a beat. Looks at Gazzo through the windows 


as he smokes a cigarette outside. Then runs his hands over 


the leatherette as he wanders, muses . . . 


LEFTY It'd be something, you know—if we had my own 
lounge down here—me and you? 


DONNIE What about Sonny? 


LEFTY Donnie—Sonny’s down here for vacation. He ain't 
once got out of that chaise lounge, it’s like he’s in traction. 


DONNIE But | thought he said he wanted to get some 
deals going. 





LEFTY (an you imagine if Sonny tried to operate down here, 
the way he is—put a bullet in a china shop? I know Sonny, 
Donnie. Sonny belongs in Brooklyn. 


DONNIE | guess once we get it going we can kick some 
fazools up to him. 


LEFTY Hah? (Musing) Thirty years busting my hump— 
even a dog has a warm piece of the sidewalk. | oughtta have 
something to show for myself, don’t you think, Donnie? This 
ain't New York down here, you know, with all the politics. The 
beefs. The grudges. Down here a guy like me could sit down 
with the boss. Get out from under—be a free agent for a 
change. (Beat) I'm telling you, Donnie—nothing but noth- 
ing but right. 








EXT. NIGHT - MOTEL —- PARKING LOT 
The parking lot of a motel. A rented CADILLAC pulls in. 
A man gets out. 


IT'S DONNIE 
He looks around. Disappears furtively into the motel. 


A MINUTE passes. The bay laps against the shore. Chirping 
birds and palm-rustle, the noise of cars sweeping down 
the highway. Then another rented CADILLAC pulls up. 


IT'S NICKY 


He looks around. Disappears inside. 


INT. NIGHT - MOTEL - SAFE HOUSE 

HEADQUARTERS for the Florida operation - a setup 
both elaborate and government-shabby. Donnie sits on a 
stool, like a prizefighter, as FBI #1 removes his WIRE... 
Blandford, Curley, Gazzo, and other FBI AGENTS and 
U.S. ATTORNEYS .. . TECHNICIANS listen to WIRETAPS 
with HEADPHONES .. . 


DONNIE . .. Lefty wants to ask Santo Trafficante for per- 
mission to operate down here. You guys have to get me a boat. 
BLANDFORD We c:n't spend that kind of money. What 
kind of boat? 

DONNIE Like the Bertram he used to have. Like a seventy- 
foot boat. He wants to take him out for the day. 
BLANDFORD |. 
day. 


DONNIE Santo Trafficante is the boss of all of Florida! He 
sits on the Commission! 





that’s got to be ten thousand dollars a 
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CURLEY A seventy-foot boat! 
TECHNICIAN #1 It's up to eighty. (Ayplaining) We just 


picked up Lefty on a wiretap talking to one of Trafficante’s 
GUYS. 


U.S. ATTORNEY #1 approaches Donnie with a legal docu- 
ment... 

U.S. ATTORNEY #1 We just have a few things we'd like 
to go over. To make the loansharking indictment— 
TECHNICIAN #1 (it) headphones) ... Bighty-five. .. 
FBI #1 You want some coffee, Joe? 


DONNIE Donnie. Call me Donnie. | don’t wanna get con- 
fused. 


TECHNICIAN #1 (1! i) headphones)... Ninety... 
DONNIE What am | supposed to do—take Santo 
Trafficante out in a rubber fucking ducky? 


BLANDFORD (//:::0r0us/\) We're gonna have to wash 
your mouth out, Bud. 


The phone RINGS. Curley picks up, covers the receiver 
CURLEY [ves Sally Paintglass report to Nicky or Nicky Cigars? 
Donnie rubs his head with his hands. 

DONNIE Nicky Glasses. 

CURLEY Nicky Glasses? (70 phone) Nicky Glasses. 

FBI #1 (With coffee) You're doing great, champ. 


U.S. ATTORNEY #2 As | was saying, we're trying to fold 
Sonny into the RICO but— 


DONNIE | need a fucking boat for this fucking sitdown. 
BLANDFORD (\0/ humorously) Vm a Mormon, mister. 


Now clean it up. 
Technician #1 listens to a tape. his brow furrowed. 
TECHNICIAN #2 Joe. uh... | think there’s a malfune- 


tion on the tape recorder. 

Donnie walks over to Technician #2. 
DONNIE What’ 

TECHNICIAN #2 [in not getting anything. 


Donnie lakes the tape recorder. Then he HURLS it into the 
wall. BANG! It springs open. broken. Then he storms into the 
bathroom, SLAMS the door. Curley takes Blandford aside. 


CURLEY | in worried. | think he’s getting strung out. 
BLANDFORD We're getting what we want. Fuck him. 


INT. NIGHT - MOTEL ROOM 
A plastic bag full of white powder - a kilo of COCAINE. 


Thrown on the bed. Next to it: a brown paper bag, 
OPENED - stacks of HUNDREDS, tied with rubber 
bands. HANDS riffle the bills . . . 


WIDER 

Nicky stands in the room with two COLOMBIANS. Takes 
the cocaine, sticks it ina CARRY-ON BAG. 

NICKY Okay, caballeros. Nice to do business with you. 
He exits. The Colombians shrug. pack up the money: 

EXT. NIGHT - MOTEL - PARKING LOT 

The bay laps against the shore. Chirping bugs and palm- 


rustle. A car pulls into the parking lot. Nicky strolls with 
the carry-on bag, tosses it in the trunk of his car. . . 


NICKY (Sigs) “Colombia, the gem of the ocean. The 
home of the brave and the free...” 

He starts the car, drives toward the exit... A Cadillac 
coming the opposite way. Nicky looks. 

IT’S DONNIE 

Donnie looks. 

IT’S NICKY 


As Donnie drives, he thinks: did he see me? 


DONNIE Puck. 


As Nicky drives. he thinks: did he see me? 


NICKY Fuck. 


EXT. DAY - TAHITIAN 
Sonny, Lefty, Donnie, Nicky and Paulie sit out by the 
pool with drinks, Donnie immersed in his newspaper. 


SONNY... If you took my blood pressure right now, it'd 
be down one hundred percent. 


LEFTY Rusty's locked up in the can with his fucking sinuses 
and he finds out you're down in Florida? 


SONNY | don’t punch a clock for Rusty. (Resuming) ... 
You can live your life like a man down here. 


LEFTY Fuggedaboudit, Sonny. By tomorrow you'll be crying 
you miss the New York bread. 


NICKY New York bread is like cake. 
SONNY What do you think, Left 


here? 





I'm on vacation down 


CLOSE ON - DONNIE 
As he registers this . . . Placidly turns the page . . . 





LEFTY ‘Wo weeks you been wearing that same fucking shirt, 
you gavone. 


SONNY | ain't in no rush to get back to New York. 


LEFTY You wear that shirt one more day, it’s gonna go back 
to New York on its own. 


SONNY Enough. 


LEFTY No wonder we can't get service in this joint. They 
think it’s Joe Batchagaloop in that shirt. 


Sonny looks at Lefty. Folds up bis newspaper. 


SONNY Hey, Donnie, let’s go take a walk. | wanna get a 
candy bar. 


Sonny and Donnie walk off in their flip-flops. 


LEFTY What are we supposed to call him now—Sonny 
Florida? 

NICKY Watch out, you're gonna put him on the warpath. 
LEFTY That shirt is like the shirt the barber gives you to put 


over your shirt. 


ANGLE ON - SONNY 
As he enters the alcove with Donnie and hears the three 
of them LAUGH. 


INT./EXT. DAY - TAHITIAN — HALLWAY 

Sonny and Donnie walk on the Astroturf toward the 
vending machine in the hall. 

SONNY | want to know what you're up to. 

DONNIE Whaddaya mean? 

SONNY Jesterday. 

DONNIE Last night’ 

SONNY What were you doing last night? 

DONNIE !'in saying, when yesterday? 


SONNY Don't fuck around with me, Donnie. Yesterday 
fucking afternoon. 


DONNIE Nothing. 


SONNY How come Lefty's got such a hard-on to send me 
back to New York? 


DONNIE He's just busting your balls, Sonny. 
SONNY | want to know what you got going down here. 


They look at each other. A SENIOR CITIZEN emerges from a 
nearby room in a pink terrycloth robe, squeezes by them. 


SENIOR CITIZEN Excuse me. 


Sonny watches as she disappears around the corner. Then 


lurns agam to Donne. 


DONNIE | don’t understand, Sonny—you wanna know 
about every half-assed scam that don’t amount to nothing? 


SONNY | wanna know. 


DONNIE |.ook, | know you're the skipper and I’m nobody, 
but I'm sorry—lI ain't gonna do that to Lefty. 


sonny EXPLODES, thumps bis finger into Donnie chest. 


SONNY Let me tell you something. | eat your balls for 
breakfast! Life and death—every fucking one of you— it’s 
my say-so! My say-so! 





Sonny and Donnie look at each other. Then, abruptly, 
Sonny turns and exits. Donnie watches as Sonny heads 
down the hall alone. 


INT. DAY —- STATIONERY STORE 
Lefty and Donnie walk up the aisles of GREETING 
CARDS. 


LEFTY |... Santo Trafficante, he’s been around since the 
Moustache Petes. You gotta respect the man. (Beal) You get 
that boat yet, Donnie? 


DONNIE |i) working on it. 


LEFTY You get that boat! | reached out already—his man 
said to me, “Lefty, he loves boats”! I told him a hundred-foot 
boat! I'm on the fucking clothesline now! 


DONNIE | told you, I’m working on it. 

LEFTY Don't you disappoint me again, Donnie. 
DONNIE Since when did | disappoint you? 

Lefty scowls, then smiles as he finds what hes looking for. 


Pulls a GREETING CARD out of the rack... 


INSERT —- THE CARD 

“FROM ONE FRIEND TO ANOTHER,” with a saccharine 
picture of sailboats at sunset. 

LEFTY You see that? That's like what we call each other. 
DONNIE Sure. “A friend of mine, a friend of ours.” 


LEFTY There's a double meaning. A boss appreciates a thing 
like that. 


DONNIE You mean the irony of it? 


LEFTY [rony? Fuggedaboudit. You put a beaner inside, he 
knows these are men of men. 


They resume strolling down the aisle. 


LEFTY You know, if I'm gonna think out the strategy like 
this, Donnie, you gotta hold up your end. 


27 





DONNIE 4 girl | used to know down here, | think her 
brother has a boat. 


LEFTY (et that boat, Donnie. (Beal) Stay away from the girl. 


INT. NIGHT - MOTEL - SAFE HOUSE 

Donnie goes over tapes with Technician #1 and Techni- 
cian #2. He slumps deeper. Closes his eyes. Rolls the 
cold Coke across his forehead. 


TECHNICIAN #1 You re doing an amazing job, you know. 
Donnie opens his eyes. 

DONNIE What’ 

TECHNICIAN #1 | mean, we all think so. 


Donnie and Technician #1 exchange a look. Then Techni- 
cian #2 pulls off bis headphones, turns to Donnie. 


TECHNICIAN #2 Can | ask you something? What's 
“Fuggedaboudit’? 

DONNIE You know, like, if you agree with someone: 
“Raquel Welch is one great piece of ass.” “Fuggedaboudit.” 
TECHNICIAN #2 Okay. Got it. 

DONNIE But then, if you disagree, like “A Lincoln’s better 
than a Cadillac. Fuggedaboudit.” Or if something's the great- 
est thing in the world. “Those peppers? Fuggedaboudit.” Or 
it’s like | know something you don’t know, like, “He’s making 
two million a year, fuggedaboudit.” Or it’s like saying go to 
hell, like, “Paulie, you got a one-inch pecker,” and Paulie 
says, “Fuggedaboudit.” And then, sometimes, it just means 
forget about it. 


TECHNICIAN #2 Okay. Thanks. 


Donnie sinks back into his chair. Rolls the Coke can across 
his forehead again. 


TECHNICIAN #2 Hley, weren't you looking for a boat? 
DONNIE Yeah. A nice one. Just for a day. 


TECHNICIAN #2 You know that sting operation— 
whatchamacallit—the agents dress up as Arabs and bribe 
Congressmen 


TECHNICIAN #1 Yeah’ 
TECHNICIAN #2 Those guys have a boat down here. 





INT. NIGHT —- THE TAHITIAN - LEFTY’'S ROOM 

The room is FREEZING. Lefty, swaddled in BLANKETS, 
twists helplessly at the stub where the CONTROL KNOB 
has been removed. KICKS the air conditioner. Lights a 
cigarette, PACES... 


LEFTY (Mutiering) That fucking Donnie. 


Donnie enters. Lefty GLARES at him. 


DONNIE Hey, Left, you're not gonna believe 
What's going on? 


LEFTY You think this is funny, don't’cha? 


DONNIE What? Whaddaya talking about, Left? Why's it so 
cold in here? 


LEFTY Donnie—listen to me, Donnie. | know you know. 
And | know you know | know you know. 


DONNIE Left, what're you talking about? 


Donnie moves toward the air conditioner . . . 





(Off Lefty) 





LEFTY |'m freezing to death, Donnie. 
sees the KNOB is 





Donnie opens the door on the unit 
removed. 


DONNIE What happened to the knob? 
LEFTY Thank you. 

Donnie realizes what happened. Chuckles. 
DONNIE Relax. It's a practical joke. 
LEFTY Where is the joke, Donnie? 


DONNIE Left, c’: mon—you know Sonny's sense of humor. 
It was Sonny fucking around. 


Lefty blanches at the idea... His mind racing. . . 


LEFTY This wasn't Sonny. Why would Sonny—Sonny 
wouldn't do this to me. This was you, Donnie—you fucking 
cocksucker 


DONNIE Hey, Left—don’t call me that. 


LEFTY "ll call you whatever | want. I'll call you cocksucker, 
I'll call you motherfucker, I'll call you, uh, uh— 


DONNIE You're a cocksucker. 
They exchange a look. Then Lefty rummages in his bags. . . 
LEFTY Where'd you put my knife. . . 


DONNIE Go ahead. Fucking whack me. Because there's a 
draft in the room. Go ahead. Because | promise you, you 
don't do it tonight, I'm gonna get you one night in your sleep 
and cut your throat. 








Lefty turns to Donnie. 

LEFTY You can't call me cocksucker, Donnie. 
DONNIE (0 ahead. Stab me. You can’t do it, can you? 
LEFTY You take it back, Donnie. 


DONNIE Fuggedaboudit. I'm getting my own room. I'll 
see you tomorrow. 


LEFTY You won't see me tomorrow, for your information. 
Donnie turns, SLAMS out. Lefty chases him. 
INT./EXT. NIGHT — TAHITIAN —- HALLWAY 


Lefty RAGES outside his room as Donnie continues up 
the hall, then disappears down the stairs. 





LEFTY (A/ler him) | got news for you, Donnie—you won't 
see me! You won ? see me tomorrow! Tomorrow's Good Fri- 
day! And wiseguys don’t work on Good Friday! 


EXT. DAY - YACHT AND MARINA 

A gorgeous MOTOR YACHT with “THE LEFT HAND® 
emblazoned on the stern. . . Big engines and endless 
staterooms, varnished parquet decks and teak veneers . . . 
Lefty SCRAMBLES around the deck, fussing with last- 
minute preparations. Donnie and Gazzo lug coolers up 
the dock... 


LEFTY (C'mon, c'mon! Hurry up! 


They load the coolers on board. Lefty looks up, sees some- 
thing, hurries off the boat and up the dock. Donnie turns. 


DONNIE’S POV 

Two FLEETWOOD BROUGHAMS pull up. BODY- 
GUARDS emerge, look up and down the marina. Lefty 
arrives, greets GRECO, 40s, Trafficante’s UNDERBOSS. 
Then BODYGUARD #1 lends a hand to SANTO TRAFFI- 
CANTE, 70, tinted bifocals, windbreaker and pork-pie 
hat, as he climbs out. 


GRECO Mr. Trafficante, this’s Lefty, a friend of ours. 


LEFTY | don’t know what to say. This’s like meeting Mickey 


Mantle. 
They shake hands. A big moment for Lefty . . . 
TRAFFICANTE Nice to meet you, too, Lefty. 


_.. He holds onto Trafficante’s hand a little too long. Then 
finally lets go. 


LEFTY That's the boat I arranged for you, Mr. Trafficante. 
We got a full bar, every kind of music, telephone, everything. 
Anything you want—any questions you have—you just ask 
Lefty. 


TRAFFICANTE Where's Sonny Black? 








Lefty takes this in a beat. Then looks up as a rented CADILLAC 


pulls into the parking lot of the marina. 


LEFTY'S POV 
Nicky and Paulie climb out. Then Sonny. He and Lefty 
exchange a look. A second car with the girls pulls in 
beside them. 


Trafficante heads down the dock. Donnie hustles up the 
dock to help unload Sonny's gear. As he grabs the gear 
out of the trunk, he watches as Sonny approaches Lefty. 


ANGLE ON - SONNY AND LEFTY 
As Sonny lights a cigarette. Then he SMILES as he gazes 
out at the dock. 


LEFTY... I'msorry, Sonny, 1... 
SONNY (022, will you look at that boat? 


Sonny hands Lefty his book of matches as he heads down 


the dock. Lefty looks at the matches in bis hand. 


INSERT - BOOK OF MATCHES 
“KING'S COURT Every Man a King” 


Lefty turns away and sees Donnie right there. He and 
Lefty exchange a look. Then Donnie continues down the 
dock. 


EXT. DAY - LATER - YACHT 

The yacht is anchored at sea. Trafficante’s BODY- 
GUARDS party with Paulie, the girls, and a few BIMBOS. 
Paulie flexes his pecs so the dove tattoos on his chest 
seem to “fly. 


Sonny emerges from belowdecks with Trafficante. The 
group looks expectantly toward them. They SHAKE 
HANDS. Applause. 


ANGLE ON - LEFTY 
As Donnie brings him a spritzer. Lefty shoots Donnie a 
murderous look. 


LEFTY | don’t even want to look at you. You go to—you 
know what the bow is? 


DONNIE What'd | do? 


LEFTY You stabbed the wrong fucking guy in the back, my 
friend. 


DONNIE What—you think | said something to Sonny? 


LEFTY You go to the bow, and I’m gonna stay in the stern, 
and you go to the bow and stay there. I'm disgusted with 
you—you know that? 


DONNIE You just said it. 
LEFTY Just so you know. 


EXT. DAY YACHT 
Donnie stands alone in the bow, leaning on the rail. Sud- 
denly: 


A TAP ON THE SHOULDER 
Startles him. It's Sonny. 
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SONNY That Trafficante is something. 
DONNIE He's a great old guy, huh? 


SONNY Fuggedaboudit. That motherfucker had this all 
to himself for fifty fucking years and it’s still a fucking cow 
town. This could be like Vegas down here. Sonny Red can sit 
there with his trucking company in Jersey all he fucking 
wants as long as | got Florida. 

DONNIE Sonny Red's freezing his ass off right now. 


SONNY | just gotta get the start-up money from Rusty. 
Then everybody gets rich. 


DONNIE Does that mean we're going back to New York? 


Sonny turns to him. 


SONNY | w:int you to represent me in Florida, Donnie. Be 
my man down here 
Donnie’ look) “King’s Court’—you think | don’t know 
about that? I'm gonna send the lion down here wit’cha— 
that big bastard. Keep him in the parking lot. 


DONNIE | don't know, Sonny. It’s just—I got a lot of 
things going in New York. 





sonny thinks a beat as he looks out over the water 


SONNY You know, Donnie, Lefty’s a dynamite guy, no 
question. The way he stood up for me when | was in the can. 
| will never forget that. | will ever forget that. 


DONNIE | know how he feels about you, Sonny. 


SONNY The problem is, the thing with Lefty... He's trying 
to help you but he hurts you. He gets those two or three wines 
in him... 


DONNIE | just don’t want to be stepping on nobody's toes. 
SONNY You belong to me now. 


EXT. DAY — YACHT 
Nicky in the stern as Paulie sidles up to him. 


PAULIE Donnie got this boat? Where'd Donnie come up 
with a boat like this? 

NICKY Lefty says this’s a million bucks, this boat. 
PAULIE He's got a lot going on, Donnie. 


Nicky thinks. 


THEIR POV - THE BOW 
As Sonny introduces Donnie to Trafficante. They shake 
hands. 


CLOSE ON - DONNIE 

A major moment for him as he exchanges a look with 
Trafficante - an undercover FBI agent shaking hands 
with the Boss! 


stay and get that club fixed up. (Off 


a friend of ours. 





SONNY Sunto, this’s Donnie 


CLOSE ON - LEFTY 

As he watches Donnie with the Boss. He goes to the 
railing. Takes out his greeting card, removes the hundred- 
dollar bill. Tosses it into the water . . . 


“FROM ONE FRIEND TO ANOTHER” 


EXT. DAY - MIAMI HIGHWAY 

Donnie, a Hawaiian shirt open to his A-shirt, PACES by a 
PAY PHONE as cars whiz by on the highway. Approaches 
the pay phone. Backs away, paces some more - 
REHEARSES in his mind the conversation he’s about to 
have. Approaches again. Picks up the phone. Puts it 
back. Leans against the phone, sighs heavily. 


INT. DAY — PISTONE HOME 

In the foyer, STREAMERS and BALLOONS for the Com- 
munion party. Maggie ushers some last stragglers — an 
AUNT and UNCLE, both 50s - out of the house. 


UNCLE Make sure you give our best to Joseph. 
MAGGIE Snowed in. Can you believe it? 


UNCLE (Shaking his head) is daughter's First Commu- 
nion and he’s stuck in an airport. 


MAGGIE It’s for his own protection. 

AUNT I hate flying. 

She kisses Maggie. They exit. Maggie turns and sees kerry 
in ber COMMUNION DRESS, amidst the remains of the 
party, sitting on a dining room chair and aimlessly kicking 
her legs up and down. Then she looks up with tears in her 
eyes. She and Maggie exchange a look. 

MAGGIE kerry—/Beal) I'm so proud of you, angel. 
KERRY |'m vonna go upstairs. 


Kerry slips down out of the chair, collects her TEDDY BEAR. 
Maggie watches her as she goes upstairs. 


EXT. DAY - MIAMI HIGHWAY 
Donnie pumps quarters into a PAY PHONE as more cars 
whiz by on the highway. Dials . . . 


OPERATOR (1.0. recording) The number you have 


dialed 





Donnie, puzzled, hangs up. Did he dial a wrong number? 
He fishes the quarters out of the coin return, pumps them 
back in. Dials again . . . 


OPERATOR /1/0.) The number you have dialed has been 
changed. The new number is unpublished at the subscriber's 
request. 





Donnie thinks a beat. Then SLAMS the phone down ina 
RAGE. Paces by the phone as the cars whiz by. 


EXT. MORNING - MIAMI AIRPORT 

Donnie, Lefty, Sonny, Nicky and Paulie walk through the 
terminal, followed by Gazzo, swallowed by LUGGAGE, a 
pack animal with ten suitcases. Sonny looks around. 


SONNY Left, vo and get us checked in. Donnie, stay here. | 
gotta take a piss. 


Lefty nods to Nicky and Paulie, and they leave. Sonny 
heads off. Gazzo stands with Donnie. Looks up and down. 
DOUBLE TAKES. 


GAZZO Ohi, Jesus, Joe 


“Joe.” RAGE flickers almost imperceptibly in Donnie’ eves. 





that’s Hollman. 


GAZZO'S POV 

HOLLMAN, a sharply dressed LAWYER in conversation 
with a COLLEAGUE, moves toward Donnie from the 
parking lot entrance. 


GAZZO He used to be the U.S. Attorney in New York— 
he'll make us for sure. 


DONNIE Shut up. I'll take care of it. 


Sonny returns as Hollman walks by. Gazzo glances ner- 
vously as Hollman passes . . . 


SONNY Any problems you have, you tell them to have 
their people get in touch with your people in New York. 
Richie, pay attention. If | have to come down here, iron 
things out, I'm gonna be very fucking aggravated. 


GAZZO Okay, Sonny. 


Hollman has turned. spotted Donnie. He walks towards 
him through the crowd. 


HOLLMAN Joe’ 

Donnie ignores him. 

DONNIE You got the tickets, Sonny? 
HOLLMAN (/ersis/iig) Joe Pistone? 


Sonny's SUSPICION rises like bile in bis throat. . . Holl- 
man moves to take Donnie by the elbow. And Donnie 
WHIRLS on him. 


DONNIE Hey, shithead—do | look like a mark? What's 
your fucking scam? 


HOLLMAN Don't you remember me? From the Southern 
District, | was the 





Donnie clocks him and Hollman slams back, knocking 
over a bunch of suitcases. 


DONNIE (7) crowd) He put his hand on my cock—tuck- 
ing degenerate. You all saw it. He put his hand on my cock. 


sonny grabs Donnie and pulls him away. 


SONNY What the hell’s wrong with you? You want to bring 
the fucking cops? 

DONNIE Unbelievable. Fucking pervert. 

Gazz0 has gone to Hollman and is helping him up. dusting 
him off. 


SONNY You gotta keep your nose clean down here. You 
understand? 


DONNIE Yeah, | know. Go ahead, you're gonna miss your 
flight. 


SONNY Check in with me in the morning. 
ANGLE ON - A COP APPROACHING 


Sonny exits toward the gate. Donnie lingers as Gazzo 
approaches him. They start to go down the escalator. 


DONNIE Get on the phone, get me a seat on the next 
fucking flight. 

GAZZO Donnie 
DONNIE You ever call me Joe again, I'll cut your throat. 





ANGLE ON - LEFTY 
Watching them. 


INT. NIGHT - PISTONE HOME 
Lights-out and quiet. Donnie tiptoes in with a CARRY-ON 
BAG. Punches the code on the ALARM. 


INT. NIGHT - KERRY’S BEDROOM 

Donnie enters, looks at his daughter, asleep in her bed. 
He pulls the covers up over her and she wakes up. 
DONNIE “\Whio made you?” 

KERRY “God made me.” 

DONNIE “Why did God make you?” 


KERRY “God made me to show His goodness and to make 
me happy with Him in heaven.” 


DONNIE “Whiere is God?” 
KERRY °God is everywhere.” 

She smiles. Donnie smiles. Kisses her. 
DONNIE Night, ‘night. 


Donnie tiptoes into 


INT. NIGHT - PISTONE HOME - BEDROOM 
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Maggie sleeps - DIAGONAL - across the entire bed. 
Donnie pulls off his shirt, his pants, shoes. Assesses the 
situation. CURLS UP in the corner of the bed. Maggie 
mutters in her sleep. 


MAGGIE Joe’ 


DONNIE \ealh’ 
MAGGIE | want a divorce. 


INT. DAY - THERAPIST'S OFFICE 
SHELLY BERGER, late 40s, flannel shirt, earth shoes 
PSYCHOTHERAPIST - sits with Donnie and Maggie. 


MAGGIE... He comes home at all hours of the night— 
without announcing when or why, or where he’s been for 
the last two months—and you know what he does? He re- 
arranges the cabinets. He remakes the bed. He vacuums the 
entire house. Do you know another man who vacuums? It’s 
abnormal. You'd think he'd tell me where he goes or what 
he's doing — 


DONNIE What am | supposed to say, Maggie? 


BERGER (Ges/ires) Joe, please—just listen. Otherwise all 
you do is replay the old pathology. 


MAGGIE (0// Donnie’ look) You see that look? | tell him 
it’s killing me and that’s what I get. Nothing. | don’t exist. 


BERGER So you resent him for expressing your own 
autonomy needs. 


MAGGIE Yes, | resent him. 

BERGER For expressing your autonomy needs. 
MAGGIE (( yisire) Yeah. 

Berger turns lo Donnie. 

BERGER You disappear for two months at a time? 
DONNIE Sometimes. 

Berger makes a note. 

BERGER What do you think you're running from? 
DONNIE | ain't running from nothing. 


MAGGIE ()/iics) “lL ain't runnin’ from nuttin.” The man 
| married was a college man. 


BERGER Being the distancer forces Maggie into the role 
of the pursuer. That gives you a feeling of power. Simultane- 
ously you resent Maggie for fulfilling the intimacy needs that 
you've 
DONNIE /'m an undercover agent for the FBI! 
MAGGIE | hope those Mafia faggots suck your cock—I'm 
not doing it anymore. 





DONNIE (70 Berger) | hope you can do something for 
her, because she’s sick. You hear how sick she is? 


MAGGIE !'1n through. 

BERGER Please, Joe, just listen. 

DONNIE ‘el! him what you did. (70 Berger) She changed 
the phone number on me. 

MAGGIE | don't exist—you don’t exist. 

DONNIE (Sarcastic) Okay, so now | know how it feels. 


MAGGIE (igh! back) Now / know how it feels. You 
wanna know what? It felt great. Now | know. How in con- 
trol—how frigging strong you are! 


Donnie starts to laugh . .. 


DONNIE You think you got a chance against me, Maggie? 
A hundred grand means . . . (Saps fingers in ber face) . . . 
this to me. Life and death means . . . (Swaps fingers) . . . this 
to me. Nothing. (Svaps fingers) Nobody. (Snaps fingers) 
That's who | am. 

Berger looks at his watch. 

BERGER Okay. Monday, Wednesday and Friday are Joe's 
intimacy days. Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays are Mag- 
vie’s. On your day, you make one intimacy request. “Rub my 
back,” or, “Help me work out this problem I'm having with 
the kids.” Odd day, even day. Sunday’s your day off. (Beat) 
I'll see you next week. 


EXT. PARKING LOT 

Berger's office is in a New Jersey strip mall — an 
optometrist, a Grand Union, a pizzeria. Donnie stalks out 
to his Cadillac, Maggie following with her arms crossed. 
They say nothing to each other until they slam into the 
car. 


DONNIE (an | ask you something? 
MAGGIE \o. 

DONNIE How much is this costing? 
Maggie doesn t say anything. 


DONNIE Okay, Maggie—I want you to answer my ques- 
tion. This is my intimacy request. 


MAGGIE A hundred dollars. 


DONNIE A hundred dollars. And how many of these do you 
think we'll need? 





MAGGIE Is this still your intimacy request? Because 
otherwise I'd rather not discuss it anymore. 


DONNIE A hundred bucks. | gotta work a ten-hour day 
risking my life to make a hundred bucks! 
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MAGGIE Risk your life. You don't have a life. 


DONNIE You don't know what I do all day? You're right. 
You sit in vour little fucking house and you drive around 
vour little fucking station wagon and you complain on the 
phone to your little fucking friends and dream up this latest 
hundred-dollar headfuck— (MVincing) “Will you rub my 
back?” laa fongool! 


Maggie punches him. 
MAGGIE \ou re an animal. 


DONNIE You know what my intimacy request is for him? 
It’s very intimate. He can take that bill he’s gonna send me 
and shove it up his ass. 


Maggie punches him repeatedly... He tries to grab her 
but she wrestles away, and in wrestling away bits him in 
the face... Then he succeeds in grabbing her wrists and 
she dissolves in tears of anguish . . . 


MAGGIE Why do vou think we came here? | don't want to 
leave. There's nothing left of me. And I'm trving not to leave 
vou. 


He looks at her. Then climbs out of the car. Two cars away, 
ad MATRON loads groceries into a STATION WAGON. Donnie 
paces around the car. Maggie stews inside. then unlocks 
the door, untatches it and moves to leave. Donnie sees this 
and SLAMS his weight against the door. Then SLAMS his fist 
down on the hood. . . 


DONNIE You don't exist? Every fucking day you're there 
with me. Every fucking day. You don’t leave. No. You don't 
leave me. 


The Matron, the PIZZERIA PATRONS look on as Donnie 
RAGES. 


INT. DAY - LATER - PISTONE HOME 
Donnie vacuums furiously in the living room. 


EXT. DAY - LATER - PISTONE HOME 

Donnie washes the station wagon. Dumps Maggie's full 
ashtrays .. . Trashes the clutter of old magazines, soda 
cans and McDonald's wrappers . . . Soaps and hoses it. . . 
Hand-polishes the finish till it’s all but bruised. 


INT. NIGHT - LATER - PISTONE HOME 

As Donnie enters, Maggie and the girls have already sat 
down to dinner in the kitchen, at a table set for four - 
persisting in their routine, as if he’s not there. He pauses, 
EAVESDROPS. Then goes into the bedroom. Takes his 
secret phone out of the drawer. Dials. 


DONNIE Hiya, Annette. (She sobs) What's the matter? 
ANNETTE (1:0.) Where are you? 


DONNIE |‘ in New York. | hadda come back. (de sobs) 
What'd you say—Tommy? 


INT. NIGHT —- BELLEVUE 

Donnie hurries through the depressed hospital corri- 
dors, the smell of antiseptic and decay, till he arrives at 
Lefty, AGITATED, pacing at the end of the corridor. 
DONNIE |... What's going on? 


LEFTY What are you doing here, Donnie? You belong in 
Florida. 


DONNIE | checked in with Annette, she said Tommy— 
LEFTY You called her from Florida? 
DONNIE | was up here. | had some things | hadda take 


care of. 
LEFTY Donnie 
DONNIE What the hell happened? Is he gonna be okay? 





listen to me, Donnie 





LEFTY [Do | know? They got twelve fucking diplomas on the 
wall and they can't tell you a fucking thing. (Bea) Fugged- 
aboudit. Tommy gets out of this fucking Bellevue, he’s going 
right back fucking in. 


DONNIE What was it—an overdose? 


LEFTY Ain't the question. He’s lving in there with a plastic 
pipe in his mouth. They got five million tubes. They got a 
machine breathing for him. .. 


DONNIE You want me to talk to the guy? 


LEFTY What are you gonna do, Donnie 
legs? 


break the doctor's 





DONNIE | 'm saving is there anything you want me to do? 


LEFTY | told you what | want. | want you to go back down to 
Florida. 


DONNIE What am |, Kunta Kinte? | go where | wanna go. 
Sonny can go fry an egg. He ain't my man. 


LEFTY Listen to me, Donnie 
DONNIE You re my man. 


LEFTY / cont want you here. You and Tommy—vou re 
peas in a fucking pod. You don’t listen. How manv years | 
been on this earth—for what? You got your own ideas. Up 
on vour high horses—do what you wanna do, like it’s all a 
joke. You think they don’t have room inside there for you, 
Donnie? They already wheeled two stiffs out of the bed 
next to him. 


DONNIE What's that gotta do with me? 


LEFTY You get your ass to LaGuardia and get the next plane 
out. (Shoves him) Vm telling you go now. 








DONNIE | ain't. Just fuggedaboudit, willva? I'm staying 
here wit'cha. 

Lefty and Donnie exchange a look. Lefty. spent, sags into 
a cheap plastic chair. Donnie sits beside him. Lefty lights 
an English Oval. They both stare at the wall a beat. 

LEFTY ‘Wenty-five vears ago—vou could read it right on 
his birth certificate—Bellevue Hospital. Now he’s back in 
there with five million machines, people dying right and left. 
I'm out here worried to my fucking death. And he’s asleep— 
same as twenty-five vears ago. With the same expression. He’s 
made no progress. 

DONNIE He's got no fucking respect, that’s the problem. 
LEFTY He's my son. 

DONNIE Whaddaya gonna do? You do what you can do. 


LEFTY His heart stopped. Just like a watch—that’s what the 
doctor said—they hadda wind it back up. Next time, who 
knows? Maybe they can’t. 


DONNIE He's gonna be okay. 

They stare at the wall another beat. Lefty squeezes Don- 
nies knee. 

LEFTY | love you, Donnie. 


Then Lefty gets up. Donnie watches as Lefty walks down 
the corridor. 


INT. NIGHT - MANHATTAN DISCO 

Sonny Red enters his usual disco. Sonny Black sits at 
Sonny Red's usual table with Paulie, Nicky, and others 
from his crew. 


SONNY RED | heard you was in Florida. 

SONNY It’s nice down there. You know, take the sun. . . 
SONNY RED Jou got friends down there? 

SONNY They re very friendly there, the people. 


Sonny Red and Sonny Black exchange a look. Then 
Sonny Red looks to the maitre a’. Then he turns back to 
Sonny Black. Smiles. 


SONNY RED \ice color. 


He pinches Sonny's cheek. Sonny watches as Sonny Red 
and his entourage depart. 


SONNY ()/i://ers) Cocksucker. 


EXT. NIGHT - KING'S COURT 

CARS jockey for space in a full parking lot. ABANNER 
reads, “LAS VEGAS NIGHT - BENEFIT FOR WAR VET- 
ERANS.” A bogus VETERAN in a VFW hat walks a wheel- 
chair out to the front door, then sits in it. He puts on 


thick dark glasses. The lion ROARS along an improvised 
dog run in the parking lot. 


INT. NIGHT - KING’S COURT 

The club is fixed up now, swanky in the Vegas style. The 
bar is packed, the restaurant busy . . . A burly BODY- 
GUARD guards the door to a back room. Gazzo effusively 
GREETS Sonny, Nicky, and Paulie as they arrive. 


GAZZO Gentlemen, welcome to King’s Court. 


He ushers them past the Bodyguard, through the back 
door and into 


A GAMBLING JOINT 

Roulette, craps, slots - the works . . . The guys bathe in 
the honey of success, as HALF-ASS WISEGUYS and 
their BIMBOS live it up .. . 


CLOSE ON - SONNY 
As he takes it in. SMILES as he shoots his cuffs, runs his 
hands over his bespoke silk suit. 


SONNY | like it. | like it big time. 


AT THE ROULETTE TABLE 

Lefty sits alone, watches as he loses and the croupier 
slides his chips off the table . . . Then watches as Sonny, 
Nicky and Paulie enter. 


CASH 
As it is abundantly relinquished, counted, squirreled 
away in the illicit gambling parlor . . . 


ANGLE ON - DONNIE 
As he enters the big room, WATCHING . . . Signals to a 
WAITRESS to bring complimentary DRINKS to two high 
rollers at the roulette wheel... Then he moves to a 
HIGH ROLLER at the craps table, greets him, introduces 
him to a SEXY GIRL... 


Then Greco arrives with other TRAFFICANTE MEN who 
we saw on the boat earlier. He gives Sonny a hug and a 
kiss. 


GRECO Iley, the boss is here! 


More noise and jostling as everyone greets each other. 
sonny smiles in the manly hubbub. 


SONNY Hey, | want you to say hello to Donnie. Where's 
Donnie? 


Sonny looks over at Donnie, who is giving a pointer to a 
CROUPIER. WAVES him over. 


INT. NIGHT — LATER KING'S COURT 
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Late at night in the CAGE, as the money is counted... 
Thick wedges of CASH as they're riffled through and 
rubberbanded . . . Sonny grabs STACKS of cash, stuffs 
them into 


A BLUE GYM BAG 


When it’s full - three hundred thousand dollars full - he 
hands it to Donnie. 


SONNY Put this someplace safe, Donnie. That's the take. 


Donnie takes the bag. Exits the cage. Heads through the 
kitchen with the bag. Cuts outside through a back door. 


EXT. NIGHT - KING’S COURT 

Donnie emerges with the gym bag. Opens the trunk of 
his rental car. Lifts the carpet, sticks the bag in the well 
where the spare tire goes. About to close it when he 
hears the KERCHUNK! of 


A SHOTGUN 
And a VOICE behind him. 


VOICE Just turn real slow. 


But Donnie doesn't turn. First. be CLOSES the trunk . . . 


THE GYM BAG 
In the well... Then he turns slowly. And sees: 


THE SHERIFF 

And two of his DEPUTIES. One of them SWINGS Donnie 
around, slams him down on top of the trunk. CUFFS him 
hard. 


SHERIFF What's your name? 

DONNIE We're running a charity event here, Sheriff. 
What's vour name? 

SHERIFF What're all you New York guineas doing down 
here? 

DONNIE | don't know how to break this to vou, but your 
missus invited us. 

Lhe sheriff SWINGS the shotgun butt into Donnie’s back. 
Donnie GROANS. 

DONNIE We're running a charity event. We have a permit. 

SHERIFF You have a permit for the lion? 


EXT. NIGHT - KING'S COURT 
GAMBLERS hurry away - confused, scared, angry. . . 


INT. NIGHT - KING'S COURT 

AXES smash at a craps table... CASH disappears as the 
cage is rifled... As Sonny is HANDCUFFED, he watches 
in mournful SHOCK as his dream is destroyed. Nicky 


WINCES as DEPUTY #1 slashes at upholstery .. . 
DEPUTY #2 drags his nightstick along the shelf and bar 
glasses CRASH . . . Donnie takes Gazzo aside. 


DONNIE (|! dispers) Didn't you pay these guys off? 


GAZZO Where am | gonna get the money to go bribing 
cops? Nobody authorized that. 


A ROULETTE WHEEL ts toppled. SMASHED with a sledge- 


hammer. Lefty looks on with bis arms folded and a thou- 
sand-yard stare... Until the deputies have nothing left to 
break. 


SHERIFF Okay. Let's lock these guineas up. 


EXT. NIGHT - KING'S COURT 
The guys are led into a paddy wagon. 


INT. NIGHT — MIAMI JAIL 
The guys, MOROSE, sit in a jail cell. Sonny paces, fumes. 


SONNY You know how fucking embarrassed | am now? The 
Old Man’s people here? A year | gotta stay in my house with the 
shades drawn! (70 Donnie) What happened to that bag? 
DONNIE They took everything, Sonny. 

SONNY All that fucking money gone? That's Rusty's 
money! 

GAZZO Sonny, I'm sorry. 

SONNY Don't you say a fucking word! (Reswming) | gotta 
go back like this to New York, | gotta face Rusty, | gotta face 
that cocksucker Sonny Red . . . And it was all in the palm of 
my fucking hand! 

Sonny fumes, smashes the wall with a forearm. A long 
beat as the guys cower and dont say anything. Then Lefty 
looks up. 

LEFTY You know, usually, the fucking cops, they're so 
dumb—it takes them three months just to get wind that 
something's going on. Then they gotta get a warrant. Then 
they gotta, uh, uh— 

NICKY Surveillance. 


LEFTY That's right. Three more months to take pictures. 
How'd these cops know so much, we just opened the fucking 
doors? 


SONNY Whiat are you saving, Left? 
LEFTY There's gotta be a snitch. 
Sonny thinks a beat. 


SONNY You find that snitch, Lefty. You find that fucking 
snitch, you chop him up, you put his balls in his fucking 
throat. 





LEFTY (Okay. 
Sonny resumes Pacing. 


SONNY A:aargh! I'm in a rage with this! 


Lefty scrutinizes the guys as they look awkwardly at their 


shoes, cowered by Sonny s rage. Lefty and Donnie ex- 
change a look. 


INT. NIGHT - SONNY RED'S HOUSE 
Sonny Red talks on the phone in his New Jersey mansion. 


SONNY RED... Didja bust it up good? ... Yeah, yeah... 


And you threw ‘em all in the can? 


IN THE KITCHEN 
Philly Lucky, Big Trin and Bruno eat manicotti. Sonny 
Red rejoins them, tucks a napkin in his collar. 


SONNY RED They busted up the club. Now he’s gotta 


answer for what happened. 

PHILLY LUCKY You re gonna send for him? 

SONNY RED lle sits down with us, bing bing, it’s done. 
The whole fucking crew of them. 

BIG TRIN ||! vet the guns. 


INT. DAY AIRPLANE 
The flight back to New York. Lefty SLEEPS. Donnie 
opens up Newsweek. Sees an article entitled: 


ABSCAM: FBI “SHEIKS” STING CORRUPT LAWMAKERS 


With a PHOTO of FBI AGENTS in full Bedouin regalia . . . 
He turns the page. TERROR deep in his heart, as he 
looks at a PHOTO of the ABSCAM YACHT with Blandford 
and other smiling FBI AGENTS and the caption, “THE 
LEFT HAND” It’s 


THE SAME BOAT! 


The one they took Trafficante out on. Donnie closes the 
magazine. Looks over at Lefty as he SNORES. Folds the 
magazine up, secretes it in the seat pocket in front of him. 


INT. NIGHT - MOTION LOUNGE 
Another BOARD MEETING of the Sonny Black Corpora- 
tion. A grey film of despair coats the enterprise. 


WISEGUY #1 |... Napkins and tablecloths. Five hundred 


scoot. 


PAULIE Five hundred scoot. In Florida it was five hundred a 
minute. 


SONNY You miss Florida, eat an orange. 


Wiseguy #2 croaks through his laryngectomy . . . 


WISEGUY #2 A dime on the vig. (Off Sonny's look) Vin 
doing the best I can. 


SONNY \icky’ 
NICKY | vot a guy boosted thirty tickets for Chaka Khan at 
the Garden. 


SONNY \\ hat about in Florida? 


NICKY | thought we weren't supposed to talk about 
Florida. 


SONNY All that time down there, you never got nothing 
voing/ 

NICKY Nothing that ever panned out. 

SONNY You never got nothing going? 

NICKY What'd | just say? 


sonny and Nicky exchange a long look. The pay phone in 
the hallway RINGS. Sonny bands his book to Paulie as be 


gels up lo answer it. 


WISEGUY #3... Truckload of razor blades. 
PAULIE What are you gonna do with a load of razor blades? 


WISEGUY #3 Hey, you know how many razor blades fit 
in a truck? 


PAULIE Letty’? 

LEFTY \ext. 

WISEGUY #4 | vot an inside guy, he works in a ware- 
house has the art collection of the Shah of Iran. 

sonny returns from the phone. 


SONNY That was Sonny Red. | gotta go down to Little 
Italy. I got sent for. 


EXT. NIGHT - MOTION LOUNGE 
They walk out to Paulie’s Cadillac. 


SONNY Sonny Red, that motherfucker, he’s gonna rub m) 
nose in that fucking Florida. All because of that fucking 
snitch. 


NICKY Fuggedaboudit. 


SONNY Paulie. we'll take vour car. (Beal) Donnie, you 
ride up front. 


Just as casual as that, Donnie takes an almost imperceptt- 


ble beat as TERROR strikes in bis heart. 
PAULIE “Love on the rocks, ain't no surprise.” 


SONNY You know what you're gonna do when you find 
that snitch, Lefty? 


LEFTY Maybe | already did. 
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Donnie climbs alongside Paulie in front. As Paulie 
adjusts the REARVIEW MIRROR. Donnie catches a glimpse 
of Lefty s eves burning into him from the backseat. Donnie 
thinks a beat: this is how it happens. Then be jumps a little 
as Paulte hits the POWER LOCKS with a THUNK! 


EXT. NIGHT - QUEENS - ALLEY 

The Cadillac rolls silently, engine cut, headlights out, 
onto a deserted street. Donnie looks around - this isn't 
Little Italy. The guys climb out. 


DONNIE | thought we were going down to Little Italy. 
PAULIE Shut up and stay in the fucking car. We'll come get 
vou after. 

Donnie and Lefty exchange a look. Then the guys exit. 
Sonny watches Donnie ALONE in the car. Donnie thinking 


fast as the TRUNK opens. Then the trunk closes and the 


guys walk off. carrying CANVAS BAGS of various shapes and 
sizes... Donnies heart POUNDING in the eerie quiet. . . 
He looks up and down the stree-—DESERTED |. . He 
adjusts the mirror so he can see behind him... Donnie’s 
heart all but pounds through his chest as he sits and waits. 





EXT. NIGHT - BIG TRIN’'S HOUSE 

Sonny Red, Philly Lucky and Big Trin climb out of a Lincoln 
Town Car, head up the path. As Trin lumbers, he pauses to 
inspect a flaw on his property. Sonny Red smacks him. 


SONNY RED (mon, c'mon! We still gotta get downtown. 
How long’s this gonna take? 


BIG TRIN | vot ‘em in the drain in the laundry room. 1 just 
gotta take the trap cover off. 

SONNY RED \enty-twos? 

BIG TRIN Bruno said you wanted nine-millimeter. 
SONNY RED Seah. Meanwhile where the fuck is he. 


INT. NIGHT - BIG TRIN’S HOUSE 

Philly Lucky, Sonny Red and Big Trin enter the house. Flick 
on the lights, move through the foyer into the kitchen. . . 
To a door leading down into the BASEMENT . . . Trin flips a 
LIGHT SWITCH. On. Off. On. NOTHING. 


BIG TRIN Shit. Bulb must be out. Watch your step. 
PHILLY LUCKY Big fucking surprise from a fucking spider. 
SONNY RED Nothing like the surprise we're gonna give 
Sonny Black. 

They LAUGH as they head downstairs into the BASEMENT. 
the DARK. damp concrete and sawdust rising in their nostrils. 
Big Trin SWATS the air, searching for the LIGHT CORD. 
Finds it. 


LIGHTS ON 
Sonny, Lefty, Nicky and Paulie, OVERALLS over their 
street clothes. Sonny, Lefty and Nicky have SHOTGUNS 
at the ready. 


MONTAGE 
In slow motion: 


- Sonny FIRES. The BLAST catches Big Trin in the belly. 
A huge lump of flesh tears off, FLIES . .. 


- Philly Lucky RUNS . . . Reaches the stairs as Lefty aims 
and a shotgun blast shreds off top of his head . . . His 
BIFOCALS fall to the ground, followed by a chunk of 
scalp, hank of hair. . . 


~ Sonny Red turns, SCREAMS as he runs . . . Lefty aims, 
fires... Shot in the back, Sonny Red FALLS toward the 
stairs .. . Nicky aims, BLASTS at Sonny Red’s KNEES... 
Crippled and SCARED, he claws at the stairs, pulling 
himself over the body of Philly Lucky . . . 


- Sonny RELOADS . . . Big Trin rallies, CHARGES him 
with a roar... Sonny whirls, BLASTS away another slab 
of his massive body . . . Big Trin grabs Sonny and they 
fall to the ground . . . Lefty turns, sees Sonny struggling 
under Big Trin. Finds a HATCHET stored with other tools 
on a pegboard . . . Grabs it, plants it in Big Trin’s skull 
with a THUNK!. .. 


~ Nicky RELOADS . . . Plants a foot on Sonny Red's butt - 
like a big-game hunter —- aims and BLOWS HIS HEAD 
6. 


- Sonny climbs out from under Big Trin. Flicks a piece of 
bone off his sleeve. 


SONNY Go vet Donnie. 


As he says this, Philly Lucky groans, claws on the cement 
Moor in a feeble attempt to survive. Sonny notices this, 


reloads his shotgun. . . 


INT./EXT. NIGHT - SAME TIME ~ PAULIE'S CADILLAC - 
ALLEY 

Donnie hears the THUMP! THUMP! THUMP! of the 
shotguns, like shells from a distant front. Then nothing. 
Then 


I'M NEXT 


The door opens behind him. It’s Paulie. He sits behind 
Donnie a good long while. Donnie looks in the mirror. 
Sees Paulie watching him. Appraising him? Or just enjoy- 
ing himself? 


PAULIE (kay, let's go. 


So does he cul Paulie’ throat? Arrest hin? He sees the 








intense dislike in Paulie’s eyes. And what Donnie does ts 
stay in character. 


DONNIE WALKS 

Past GARBAGE CANS perfectly suited to stashing his 
bones . . . To the crypt-like wooden doors . . . Where 
Paulie nods brusquely and Donnie climbs down. . . 


INT. NIGHT - BIG TRIN’S HOUSE - BASEMENT 

Donnie emerges into a world of slaughter, lit red by the 
blood-spattered light bulb . . . Paulie behind him. . . 
Sonny, Lefty and Nicky in their workingman’s overalls . . . 


NICKY The meek want to inherit the earth, they're gonna 
have to get in fucking line. 

Lefty removes the trap cover from the drain in the laun- 
dry room. Reaches inside . . . 

LEFTY Them or us. 


... Pulls out four NINE-MILLIMETER PISTOLS... Then 
Sonny turns to a CANVAS KNIFE ROLL, waittes tt... 


AS THE BAG UNROLLS 

An array of KNIVES - breaking knives, steak knives, 
boning knives, meat saw, shears ~ for the butchery and 
filleting of a human body . . . Sonny distributes the tools 
... Each one holds a knife . . . 


SONNY Ok:iy, let's get to work. Nicky, you got Trin. 
NICKY JJadon’, why'd | gotta do Trin? 
SONNY Donnie'll give you a hand. 


NICKY (© mon, Donnie. | got a hernia just looking at that 
fat bastard. 


PAULIE Yeah. well. he ain't as fat as he used to be. 


Donnie looks at the KNIFE in his hand. They approach the 
corpse of Big Trin. 

And then Lefty, as casually as could be, follows behind 
Nicky and puts two .22-caliber bullets in his head. Nicky 
falls dead on top of Big Trin’s body. A moment of stillness 
among them. Donnie turns, looks at them in their work- 
ingman s overalls, SHOCKED. 


SONNY (mon cmon c'mon! What do you guys think— 
you re getting paid by the hour? 


Donnie, the knife in his hand. looks at Nicky body 
beneath him. 


INT. NIGHT - DONNIE’S CADILLAC 
Donnie stares straight ahead as he drives. Lefty smokes. 
They drive a long while without saying anything. 


LEFTY There was a rat in Florida, Donnie. 


DONNIE Nicky wasn't a rat. 

LEFTY Shut up, Donnie. You don't say his name no more. 
DONNIE You tell yourself whatever your want to. 
LEFTY You were down there with your own eyes. 
DONNIE | don’t know what he did. 


LEFTY That's right. You dow 7 know. That's your famous 
words. 


DONNIE You're right, Left. 

LEFTY Don't say I'm right like 'm wrong. 
DONNIE Why, because the club got busted up? 
LEFTY Thank you. 


DONNIE That's beautiful, Left. You know the guy twenty 
vears, you kill him over a lounge. 


LEFTY The man held out. He held out on a coke deal. 
DONNIE What's one thing got to do with the other? 


LEFTY For your information he could get whacked just for 
that. 


DONNIE Who'd he hold out on, Left 
LEFTY (Waring him off) Fuggedaboudit. 





you? 


DONNIE Iley, how long’ ve I been riding around this car 
with you, carrying your fucking bags—don't treat me like a 
jerk-off. 


LEFTY Don't talk like you know something about it. It's a 
contract. There’s no feelings about it. You do it like a doctor 
or a lawyer. 


DONNIE What the fuck does that mean, Left 
LEFTY There was a rat in Florida. 


DONNIE There wasn't a rat in Florida. Richie fucked up 
paving off the cops. 


LEFTY Whaddava mean, Richie fucked up—? 


DONNIE “Nicky's a rat.” Nicky stepped off a curb and got 
hit by a bus. 


I'm next? 





LEFTY You don't say his name no more. That's the rules. 
DONNIE Fuck the rules. 
LEFTY That's the rules, Donnie. 


DONNIE You ca 7 say it. Go ahead, say it. Say his fucking 

name. 

LEFTY (Right back) Nicky's a rat because Sonny Black says 

he’s a rat. Who the fuck am I? I'm a spoke in the wheel. So 

was he. And so are you. (Beal) Quit riding the fucking brake. 39 








Donnie glances over. Sees Lefty's hand tremble as he lights 
another cigarette. 


INT./EXT. DAY - PISTONE HOME - ENTRANCE 

THE DOOR 

as the doorbell RINGS. Maggie opens it. And gives a 
little moan of FEAR - 


MAGGIE 0h) ny God —! 


REVERSE ANGLE 

Blandford and Curley stand at the door - the Grim 
Reapers. 

CURLEY Everything's okay, Maggie. 

MAGGIE If everything's okay, why are you here? 
CURLEY You mind if we come in, Mrs. Pistone? 
MAGGIE [i depends. 

CURLEY \l:gvie. 

She relents. Moves aside. But only so they can barely, step- 


ping crab-wise. squeeze past her: 


INT. DAY - LATER - PISTONE HOME 

Curley and Blandford move around the kitchen as Maggie 
makes coffee. 

MAGGIE ... Did you ever think of giving him a raise? 


CURLEY The only way to give him a raise would be to 
upgrade him. 


MAGGIE \\e!!’ 

CURLEY (GS-14 is a supervisor, Maggie. 

MAGGIE So hie’s a supervisor. 

CURLEY But he’s undercover. He's not supervising anyone. 
Maggie bites her tongue. Says nothing. 

BLANDFORD ‘hie point is, that’s the last we heard trom 
him. Standard procedure is to check in every day—maybe 
miss a dav here or there, but... 

CURLEY [1 was three weeks ago. 

MAGGIE \\ here is he? 

CURLEY \avygie, we can’t tell you that. 

BLANDFORD \i's. Pistone, have you... heard from your 


husband recently? 


MAGGIE | want to know where my husband is. (Off his 
look) | demand that you tell me right now where my hus- 
band is. 


CURLEY We can’t tell vou because we don’t know. 
MAGGIE 0h) iy God. 
CURLEY Look. we think he’s fine. If he wasn’t, we probably 


would've heard something on the street. 


BLANDFORD If he contacts you, we need you to talk 


some sense to him. Help us out. 


MAGGIE You want me to help out the FBI? The frigging 
FBI that used my husband, sucked him dry, just so a bunch of 
supervisors could be promoted to SACs, and prosecutors could 
become judges, and assholes like you could become GS-16. 
You don’t care if he’s dead or alive—just as long as he fol- 
lows procedures and you can cover your ass. 


Blandford and Curley exchange a look. 

BLANDFORD There's a war going on inside this Mahia 
family where Joe's undercover. Three of the leaders of a rival 
faction were murdered. 

CURLEY Ile’s right in the line of fire. Not because he’s one 
of us. Because he’s one of them—who he's with and who he's 
close to, they're all top dogs now. It’s just not a problem we 
anticipated. 

BLANDFORD We hive to pull him out. You have to talk 


to him. He'll listen to you. 

Maggie looks out the window. 

MAGGIE He'll listen to me? He was here a week ago. Snuck 
in the house after I fell asleep. Didn't wake anyone. Didn't 
sav hello. (Beal) He came home . . . for a sport coat. 


EXT. DAY - MOTION LOUNGE 
WISEGUYS standing guard out on the street, stamping 
their feet for warmth. Whispers and awestruck looks 
from the wiseguys as a big Cadillac pulls up. Paulie and 
Lefty emerge. Then Donnie... 


WISEGUY #1 (imves/ruck) The boss. 


_.. Then Sonny. Huddling with Paulie, Lefty and Donnie, 
he disappears into the club. 


INT. DAY - LATER - MOTION LOUNGE 
Paulie. Donnie and two WISEGUYS sit at a card table. 
Paulie turns to Donnie. 


PAULIE You know how to keep score? 


A moment of recognition that 


NICKY'S GONE 


Then Sonny and Lefty enter from the back room, 
exchange a look - they've been conferring. Then Lefty 
turns to Donnie. 
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LEFTY Donnie, let's go take a walk. 


EXT. DAY - MOTION LOUNGE 
Lefty and Donnie walk up the block. 


LEFTY Look, Donnie, his son Bruno disappeared. As long as 
he’s on the loose, ain't none of us safe. 


DONNIE You got no idea where he is? 


LEFTY He's got a nickel-a-day coke habit. He gotta show up 
somewhere. (7urns fo Donnie) We got the contract. This 
gets done right, when the books open up, I'm gonna propose 
you for membership. You know what that means? 


DONNIE Don't worry. | won't fuck it up. 

LEFTY You read my mind. Don’t fuck this up. 

Lefty takes Donnie by the shoulders. gives him a formal 
kiss on one cheek. Then hugs him, looks at him with pride. 
This is a big moment—the greatest gift Lefty can bestow... 
LEFTY You're gonna be a made guy, Donnie. Capeesh? 
DONNIE Veah, | know. 

LEFTY © mon, let’s go back inside. 

Lefty turns to head back to the club. Donnie stops him. 
DONNIE I ley, Left’ 

LEFTY What? (Beat) C'mon, Donnie, I'm freezing. 
DONNIE You know that Bertram you used to have? How 


much is it, a boat like that—you think three hundred grand? 


LEFTY You could get the sports fisherman maybe for three 
hundred used. What are you talking about boats, Donnie? 


DONNIE | just wanted to know. 


LEFTY It's ten fucking degrees out, you wanna have a con- 
versation about boats. This ain't the time to lose your mar- 
bles, Donnie. You understand? We hit this cocksucker and 
leave him in the street. 


EXT. DAWN - PISTONE HOME 

Donnie drives his Cadillac past the house. Cases it for 
surveillance. Then drives to the next block. Parks. Cuts 
through his neighbor's backyard, vaults the fence. Jim- 
mies the back door. Enters. 


INT. DAWN - PISTONE HOME 

KERRY AND TERRY ASLEEP 

In the shared bedroom as Donnie tiptoes past. Glances 
briefly at them. Then turns - 


IT’S MAGGIE 


MAGGIE Do you want to tell me what's going on? 


DONNIE Nothing. Just go back to sleep. | just had to pick 
something up. 


MAGGIE That's not going to work anymore, Joe. 

He goes past her to the master closet. Opens it. Looks inside . . . 
DONNIE \avgvie, where is it? 

MAGGIE What's going on, Joe? 

DONNIE Where is the bag, Maggie? 

MAGGIE There's three hundred thousand dollars in that 


bag, Joe. | counted it. 
DONNIE (477¢77),) You shouldn't know about that. 


MAGGIE 1's in my house. Who would ever believe | didn’t 
know about it? 


DONNIE | didn't do nothing wrong. 
MAGGIE We could both go to jail. What about our chil- 


dren, Joe? 
Donnie exits the bedroom. She follows. 


DONNIE Shut up. You don’t know what you're talking 


about. 


MAGGIE | know FBI men don't walk around with three 
hundred thousand dollars in a bag, Joe. 


DONNIE Tell me where that bag is, Maggie. 

He continues to forage for the bag. . . 

MAGGIE You re becoming like them. 

DONNIE Where's the bag, Maggie? 

MAGGIE The Bureau was here. 

DONNIE What did you tell them? 

MAGGIE You're right, you miserable prick. I sold you out. 


DONNIE What did you tell them, Maggie? Did you tell 
them about the money? 


She gives him a defiant look. Then turns. rummages in a 
hiding place. Returns with the bag. Shoves it at him. 


MAGGIE 1 you wanna know how I get through my days? 
Do you know how | do it? | pretend you're dead. Then I'm a 
widow—I can do that—with the pictures and the medals 
and the scrapbook and the memories . .. (Breaking down) 
Now just go away and stay away. 


DONNIE | can't. 

Maggie breaks down. 

MAGGIE Then come home. Please. 
DONNIE | can't. 

MAGGIE You're killing me. 








DONNIE | can't, Maggie. 


MAGGIE Why? Why do you hate me? Why? I love you so 
much. What did | do? 


DONNIE // wer! (oo far. | was supposed to be better than 
them. | was supposed to be different. The man in the white 
hat, the fucking Untouchables. Meanwhile the minute | 
come out from under everybody gets whacked—one guy 
already got whacked —dead—hecause of me—as good as 
if | put two bullets in his head myself. 1 got a contract right 
now to kill a guy I don’t even know. So you tell me, Maggie, 
you tell me what's the difference? Where's the right and 
wrong? I'm not becoming like them—I am like them. | 
spent all these years feeling so fucking superior, laughing at 
them behind my fucking mask. Who's laughing now? 





EXT. NIGHT - HIGHWAY — NEW JERSEY 

Donnie talks on a PAY PHONE by the highway. 
DONNIE Left, Donnie. 

LEFTY 1/0.) Donnie—where you been, Donnie? 
DONNIE Left, | gotta see you. 


LEFTY /1.0.) You're right you gotta see me. We found 
Bruno. He's on a boat out in City Island. 


DONNIE You want me to pick you up? 

LEFTY We ain't got time, Donnie. Meet me there. 
INT. NIGHT - FBI HEADQUARTERS 

The Suit, ALONE in the office. The phone RINGS. 
CURLEY Hello’ 

He listens. Hangs up. RUNS. 

INT./EXT. NIGHT - DONNIE’S CADILLAC 


Donnie waits in his car. Lefty appears, taps on the win- 
dow. Climbs inside. 


LEFTY He's at the end of the pier. We'll wait while he has his 
drink. let him get a little sleepy. I'm getting sleepy myself. 
DONNIE How's his boat? 

LEFTY Nice one, fuggedaboudit. 

DONNIE Vex!’ 

LEFTY | telling you, Donnie 


DONNIE You know what you said, a couple of times 
how if you had that Bertram again you'd drive down to the 
pier one day, take Annette and just go? Remember? North, 
South, East, or West—and nobody'd ever find you? 





one thing | know is boats. 


LEFTY Donnie—that was before. Don't remind me of all 
that. 





DONNIE | just wanna know—did you mean it? 


LEFTY Donnie—who am I, Rockefeller? I'm gonna go buy 
a boat? 

DONNIE I'm saving what if? | got some things going on 
the side. Maybe | could find that kind of money. 

LEFTY For me? That's very generous. 


DONNIE (0// Left's look) You know what I'm saying. 
Since Sonny Red got clipped—it'’s all getting too hot. Go 
back to the city, pick up Annette. Then you buy that boat and 
vo. Forget Bruno. . . 

LEFTY Sonny ain't gonna forget Bruno. 


DONNIE So that’s his headache. Get out of the life, Left. 
Go live the Bahamas, open up a bait shop and eat coconuts. 


Lefty looks at Donnie a long beat. 


LEFTY Donnie—listen to me, Donnie. I'm gonna show you 
something, and | want you to look at it very carefully, and | 
want you to think very carefully about what you say to me. 





Lefty reaches in his pocket, takes out a piece of paper, folded 
Hands it to Donnie. Torn from a magazine: 


THE NEWSWEEK ARTICLE 
with the PHOTO of “The Left Hand: 


LEFTY What's a Federal boat, Donnie. 


Donnie looks up from the article. Sees a .22 BERETTA 


AUTOMATIC in Lefty's hand. 


DONNIE Left. that ain't the same boat. 


LEFTY Don't tell me that ain't the same boat, Donnie! 
There's one thing | know it’s boats! That's a Taiwan-made 
boat, there’s only five like that in the world. 


DONNIE | really don’t think it’s the same boat, Left. 


LEFTY | even remember the name, Donnie. “The Left 
Hand.” That's like my name. That's that ABSCAM boat! 


DONNIE | told you, | got that boat from that girl I used to 
know down there. 


LEFTY What's her name? 
DONNIE Florence. 
LEFTY Florence what? 


DONNIE Florence Italy. How do | know, Left? Maybe her 
brother's an agent. | thought he was in real estate. 


LEFTY You think | forget. | don’t forget nothing, You already 
got two other strikes on you. 


DONNIE Whiat two strikes? 43 
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LEFTY When you did that with the air conditioner and, uh, 
uh, uh—ain't the question, Donnie. You still ain't answered 
me about this Federal boat. 


DONNIE How the hell do | know? I had no idea it was a 


Federal boat. That don’t make me a rat. 
LEFTY Donnie 
DONNIE \o, but | thought you— 


LEFTY How many times did | have you into my own house, 
Donnie? 


DONNIE ‘ice a week. at least. 


LEFTY At least. | cooked for you. I ever had any money—I 
mean, | never had any money, but ever | had a hundred 
bucks in my pocket, I gave vou fifty, right? 


DONNIE Jou re right. 


LEFTY If you're a rat, then I'm the biggest fucking mutt in 
the history of the Mafia. 


DONNIE Look, Left—! don’t even know what you're wor- 
ried about. That guy with the boat, he scammed all these 
fucking guys but he couldn't scam us. We had a great party 
and we walked away from it. 





did I say you was a rat? 


LEFTY How do you know we walked away from it? 


DONNIE We're sitting here, right? They think they out- 
smarted us, but we outsmarted them. We beat the agents! 


Lefty thinks, looks at Donnie another long beat. 

LEFTY You still got two strikes on vou. 

DONNIE Okay. 

LEFTY (mon, let's go do this work and get this over with. 


He hands the gun to Donnie, climbs out. Donnie looks at 
the gun in his hand. then sticks it in his belt, follows Lefty. 


EXT. NIGHT - MARINA 
Bruno sits on his boat, watches a small TV, his back to 
the sliding glass doors that lead into the cabin. 


DONNIE’S POV 

Ot Bruno, as Donnie and Lefty move down the pier - a 
tunnel of dry-docked boats. The PUTT-PUTT of a distant 
engine as a boat is dimly seen approaching from sea- 
ward... 


ANGLE ON - DONNIE AND LEFTY 
Donnie tenses as they move down the pier toward the 
boat. 


LEFTY Remember, two behind the ear. Like pushing a but- 
ton. Bing bing, that’s it. 


DONNIE Oki. 

LEFTY Don't freeze up. You gonna freeze up? 
DONNIE \o. 

LEFTY A lot of guys freeze up. 

DONNIE | 1 fine. 


They're very close to Bruno’ boat now, but he doesn't see 
them. They re screened by the dock gas and water pumps. 


LEFTY Did | say you's a rat? | can’t believe you even brought 
that up. I never said you's a rat, Donnie. I'm your best friend. 


Donnie turns to look at Lefty. 
LEFTY (mon, Donnie. We gotta get this thing done now. 


Lefty stoops down and disconnects the dockside power to 
Bruno s boat. The 1V and bilge pump flicker off. 


LEFTY Get ready, Donnie. He’s gonna be outta there in a 
second. 


Bruno slides open the glass door and steps onto the aft 
deck. Lefty nudges Donnie, who aims his gun at Bruno. 


All innocence. Bruno climbs off the boat and heads 


foward them. 


Donnie tenses with anticipation. Lefty watches Donnie 
hunerily. 


CLOSE ON - The gun in Donnie’s hand and his trigger 
finger not tightening. Lefty begins to draw his own gun. 


The movement catches Donnie’s attention. And suddenly 
he REALIZES what he’s doing down here . . . 


Bruno approaches closer, almost up to their hiding 
place. The sound of the approaching boat is loud now. 
Donnie looks from Lefty to Bruno, his gun still raised. 


Then: 


LIGHT EXPLODES from a POLICE BOAT as a SPEAKER 
SQUAWKS ... 


FBI #1 PUT YOUR HANDS ON YOUR HEAD RIGHT NOW 


Suddenly, FBI MEN in blue windbreakers with big white 
letlers—*FBI’—storm the pier from the land side. grab 
Donnie and Lefty... Other FBI men nab Bruno... The 
FBI pulls Donnie one way, Lefty the other... Curley at 
Donnies elbow. . . 





LEFTY (Calling) Donnie, don't say nothing Don’t say 
nothing to them. 


CURLEY Congratulations. It’s over, Joe. 


DONNIE What do you mean, it’s over? That's my call. | 
come out when / say. 








CURLEY [1's over, Joe. 


LEFTY The mouthpiece'll be wit’cha in twenty-four hours! 
Donnie—! 


DONNIE | im not coming out! 


Donnie starts torun... 


ANGLE ON - LEFTY 

As he's HANDCUFFED, looks up to the dock to where 
Curley and other FBI MEN catch up with Donnie, wrestle 
him away. Donnie STRUGGLES, exchanges a look with 
Lefty as he’s dragged away. 


CLOSE ON - LEFTY 
As he smiles to himself — relieved to find Donnie is on 
his side after all. Then he notices... 


BACK ON - DONNIE 

That Donnie is NOT HANDCUFFED . . . As Curley 
drapes an FBI WINDBREAKER over Donnie’s shoulders 
and they escort him into a car... 


TIGHT ON - LEFTY 


INT. DAY - MOTION LOUNGE 

PHOTOS OF DONNIE 

With other FBI MEN, at Quantico, etc., as Curley and 
Blandford show them to Sonny, Paulie, Lefty and other 
WISEGUYS. Then Blandford passes his business card to 
Sonny. 


BLANDFORD You ve known this guy as Donnie Brasco. 
That's not his real name. The truth is, he’s been an FBI agent 
all along. (With business card) Here's where you can con- 
tact me if vou want to talk. 


EXT. DAY - MOTION LOUNGE 

Sonny, Paulie and Lefty watch as the FBI cohorts drive 
off. They stand on the street corner - DEATH and disbe- 
lief written in their faces. 


SONNY You believe that fucking guy? There's no way 
Donnie could be an agent. 


PAULIE Some fucking bluff. 


An FBI MAN hides on a nearby ROOFTOP with a TELEPHOTO 
LENS. 


Z7ZZZH! 


A FREEZE FRAME of the guys standing outside. 


LEFTY That boat was a setup. They set up that boat and then 
we think Donnie’s a rat. 


7777H! and another FREEZE FRAME. 


SONNY They almost had me going, 
LEFTY If vou didn’t know Donnie. 


Z77ZZH! ZZ7Z7H! ZZZZH! 
FREEZE FRAMES like tombstones. 


INT. NIGHT - LEFTY’S APARTMENT 
Lefty sits, BROODS, watches a NATURE SHOW on his 
TV. The phone rings. 


LEFTY Veah? (Listens) Okay. V'Il be there. 

He hangs up. Thinks a beat. Then takes off his GOLD 
WATCH, sticks it in a drawer. Then the CROSS he wears on 
a chain around his neck. His WALLET. The KEYS to bis 
Cadillac. Closes the drawer as Annette enters. 

ANNETTE Was that for me? 

LEFTY Nah. A guy I gotta go see. 

He gives Annette a kiss. 

LEFTY G night, Annette. Don’t wait up. 

He turns to the door, turns back. 


LEFTY Donnie calls, tell him if it was gonna be anyone, I'm 
glad it was him. 


INT. DAY - FBI HEADQUARTERS - AUDITORIUM 

A public room with rows of cheap government-issue 
CHAIRS and a LECTERN with the FBI SEAL, flanked by 
FLAGS. Curley introduces Donnie to a FUNCTIONARY in 
the public affairs division - they shake hands and the 
Functionary takes out a NOTEBOOK. Maggie and the 
three girls in their pinafores sit on metal chairs. 


CURLEY .... This is Joseph Pistone. 

FUNCTIONARY | just want to make sure | have the cor- 
rect spelling of your name. 

DONNIE ‘his is my wife, Maggie. 

Donnie beckons to her. . . 

Blandford enters with the DIRECTOR, a Midwestern wax- 


works in his 60s, followed by three AIDES, one of whom 
directs him to a PLATFORM in front of the lectern. Bland- 


ford ushers Donnie over to him. 


BLANDFORD \lr. Director, this is Special Agent Joseph 
Pistone. 


DIRECTOR Son, we're very proud of you. 
BLANDFORD Aid this is Mrs. Pistone. 


AIDE #4 approaches, whispers in the Directors ear. Donnie 
looks at Maggie. Maggie SQUEEZES his hand. The Director 
returns his attention to them. 
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DIRECTOR You must be very proud of your husband. 
MAGGIE He's « very special man. 


I Aide leads Maggie back to her seat under the prompting 
Of the photograph 7 


The Director Puls on his READING GLASSES as an AIDE 


hands him an INSCRIPTION to read. . . 

DIRECTOR (Reading) “To Special Agent Joseph Pistone, 
in grateful recognition for meritorious service.” Allow me to 
present you with this medal and a check for five hundred dollars. 


The Director hands Donnie a VELVET CASE and a large 
CHECK. A PHOTOGRAPHER steps forward. The Director 


and Donnie shake hands for the camera. 
PHOTOGRAPHER Hold up the check. 


Donnie complies. 


FLASH! Donnie and the Director captured with thei 
irozen smiles. ZZZZH! Then TIGHT on Donnie. ZZZZH! 
Again, TIGHTER. ZZZZH! 


DIRECTOR Congratulations again, son. (Winks fo Maggie) 


Ma‘am, vou take good care of him. 


MAGGIE | will. 
lhe Aides whisk the Director out. The Photographer packs up 
his equipment. Blandford approaches, shakes Donnies hand 


BLANDFORD Congratulations, Joe. 


He pats him on the back, exits. Maggie approaches Donnie. 
holding Kerry s hand 


MAGGIE I'm gonna take the girls to the bathroom. I'll be 
right back. 


Vagete and the girls exit... As does the Photographer . . . 


Donnie remains, ALONE in the large room, with the flags 
and the ceremonial trappings . . . He opens the velvet 
box. Looks at his medal. Looks up, and out the window. 
Z77ZZH! FREEZE FRAME. 


FADE OUT 
A CRAWL runs over this close-up as the color desatu- 
rates: 


The evidence collected by “Donnie Brasco” led to over 
200 indictments and over 100 convictions. 


Special Agent Joseph Pistone lives with his wife under an 
assumed name in an undisclosed location. There is still a 
$500,000 open contract on his head. 


THE END 
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Paul Attanasio was born in New York City in 1959 and 
was raised in the New York area. He graduated from 
Harvard College in 1981 and from Harvard Law School 
in 1984, then moved to Washington, D.C., where he 
became the film critic for The Washington Post. 

In 1987 Attanasio moved to New York to pursue a 
career as a screenwriter. Quiz Show, directed by Robert 
Redford, was his first produced screenplay, and was 
nominated for both an Oscar and a Writers Guild Award 
for best screenplay adaptation; the script also won a 
British Academy Award. Attanasio created the NBC 
series “Homicide: Life on the Street” (also nominated for 
a Writers Guild Award) with Barry Levinson, who directed 
the writer's next feature screenplay, Disclosure. Donnie 
Brasco is Attanasio's third produced script, although he 
began work on it in 1989. In 1995 he was named 
“Screenwriter of the Year” by the National Association of 
Theater Owners, and in 1996 he received the same 
honor from the London Film Critics Circle. Attanasio 
recently finished an original screenplay, The Great 
Unknown, which he will direct in the coming year. His 
script for Sphere, adapted from Michael Crichton’s novel 
and directed by Levinson, is currently in production. 
Attanasio lives in Los Angeles with his wife and their two 
children. 

The version of Donnie Brasco published here is the 
shooting script, completed on May 22, 1996. The original 
screenplay was 153 pages long. 


My understanding is that Lou Di Giaimo, one of Donnie Bras- 
cos producers—and the film’s casting director—brought Joe 
Pistone’s memoir on which it’s based, Donnie Brasco: My 
Undercover Life in the Mafia, /o Barry Levinson s altention in 
the late ‘80s. 


Lou had cast a bunch of pictures for Barry, and he had actually 
gone to high school with Joe Pistone, and then fell out of touch 
with him—needless to say. When he found out about Joe's story 
he actually helped him to realize the book, then brought it to 
Barry. What sparked Barry to it was the directorial idea that the 
reality of the Mafia wasn’t 7be Godfather, the reality of the Mafia 
was much closer to 7i Men. What you discover in Joe's book is 
that it’s much less Machiavellian plotting and much more sitting 
around in social clubs and coffee shops, scheming. So it was 
attractive to him in that it was the antidote to 7be Godfather. 


And how did you get involved? 


| had written two unproduced Mafia scripts that /producer] 
Gail Mutrux was aware of, so she brought me in to do this, 
which was the first thing | wrote for Baltimore Pictures /Levin- 
son's production company]. 


This was well before Quiz Show, wasnt it? 


Yeah. They were happy with what I did on Donnie Brasco, so 
then they gave me Quiz Show, and then they were happy with 
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that so I wrote another script for them, Ladies and Gentlemen, 
Bobby Darin, and then | did the Homicide pilot with Barry, 
and Disclosure, and now Sphere. So this script was the begin- 
ning of a long association with them. 


! remember you saying that you had mixed feelings about 
being so close to Richard Goodwin, on whose memoir Quiz 
Show is based, when you were writing that film. Did you 
have contact with Joe Pistone during the writing of Donnie 
Brasco, or did you rely mainly on bis book for material? 


Actually, | met Joe Pistone the weekend | got engaged. It was 
1989, and I was with my fiancée in this hotel in New York, and 
went off one day to meet this “marked man.” Yeah, I got to 
know him pretty well, because the process went on for so long. 
Through the course of making Donnie Brasco, | not only got 
engaged—lI got married, | had two children, | bought a house, 
| bought another house. | mean, my whole life has transpired in 
the course of waiting for Donnie Brasco to be produced. So | 
got to know him well, considering the fact that he’s under- 
ground. /7be Mafia has a $500,000 contract on Pistones life—Ed.] 
| would see him from time to time either here in L.A. or in New 
York, or through intermediaries when he was traveling. 


Did you ever interview him? 


| just tried to get to know him. What was interesting about Joe, 
and what's interesting about the film, is that you ca? know 
him. He completely defies any efforts to psychologize or analyze 
him. In that way, he’s so anti-modern, which is of course exactly 
why he was able to accomplish what he accomplished as “Don- 
nie Brasco.” He’s much more like Odysseus than he is like some 
post-Freudian modern man. That said, | was able to detect that 
there was much more emotion under the surface than you get in 
the book. Whether you would categorize that as guilt or some 
kind of post-traumatic stress syndrome, it was definitely there. 


That’s an interesting point, because in reading the book, you 
really do get the sense that he feels little or no conflict about 
his participation in this undercover operation. He even says, 
at one point, “Nothing | did in my job was affected by any 
feelings |had .. . for anyone. That was my discipline.” 


I think he chose a persona in the book of being this kind of 
emotional Teflon; of being impenetrable. In the process of get- 
ting to know him, | began to realize it was not true. And then 
when I got to know him even better, it seemed to me that it was, 
in fact, surprisingly true. There was this incredible core of 
toughness, and this real inscrutability. The other thing | want to 
note is that he’s a terrifying guy to meet in person. In the book, 
Joe recounts this funny moment where he and Lefty meet with 
some Colombians in Miami, and Lefty's very amused because 
they are so scared of “Donnie” when they meet him that they 
immediately back out of the deal. And when you meet Joe, 
you're not surprised, because his eyes are completely dead. 
That's something, actually, that Al Pacino can do— 


Theres a line of description in this draft where you describe 


Lefty's eyes “going dead” when he meets with Pandar, the 
guy who’ sold him the fugazy. 


Yeah. You can see it in certain moments in 7he Godfather, and 
in certain moments here, as well. It’s really chilling. Joe’s eyes 
are like that a lot of the time. The other thing that’s scary about 
him—which my wife picked up on—is that his upper lip doesn’t 
move. So you put all of that together with the fact that, even 
now, he’s incredibly physically fit—at 60 or whatever he could 
completely beat the shit out of me—and he makes for an 
incredibly scary character. There's no insecurity; he has an 
amazing sense of self. You can see how there was no way they 
could get their hooks in him. 


What other kinds of research did you do? 


Well, I’d done a lot of stuff already for these other two Mafia 
scripts. | was in New York at that time, so I'd visit social clubs, 
talk to guys in the life. The other incredible resource I had were 
the countless hours of audiotape from wiretaps, which was par- 
ticularly invaluable with Lefty, because Lefty had this fantastic 
way of talking. If you had any kind of ear, you could listen to 
the tapes and pick it up. There’s a real rhythm—a musical 
quality—to all of the talk, and because you can listen to it 
repeatedly, you can really concentrate on it. Endless, endless 
hours of that. And then I read, I don’t know, at least 20 books on 
the Mafia. Some were better than others, but there was some- 
thing useful in all of them. For example, there’s one called 
Wiretap that just has transcripts of wiretaps. It’s not research per 
se, in that you're finding things to plug into your script, but you 
really acquire the way of talking. I wish they could wiretap 
everybody. | guess | should do a Wall Street script next. 


What kind of research did you do into the FBI? Did you spend 
any time at the Bureau, talking lo other undercover agents? 





Joe introduced me to a bunch of different guys, but | was much 
less interested in them. Also, I met all of Joe’s family: his wife, 
his kids. | spent a fair amount of time with them. 


Did you ever send him drafts to look at? 


Yeah, he read everything. He was very, very easygoing about it, 
which is surprising, because it’s his life. And he’s incredibly 
happy with the finished film, by the way, and with Johnny Depp's 
portrayal of him. 


You've talked a bit about Pistone’s ‘real-life’ character; 
what about constructing the filmic Joe Pistone? First of all, 
your Pistone exhibits more guilt, more conflict, particularly 
regarding the alliance hes made with Lefty. 


| just never bought that the betrayal would have no emotional 
consequences, and what I think is interesting about the film is 
that it’s not only about the emotional consequences of the 
betrayal, but it’s also about the emotional consequences of being 
a man. In the masculine world, you become your job; you 
accept your role and define yourself by that role. And Joe, in the 
book, consistently states, “It was my job to put thena away,” that 


_ kind of thing. That was interesting to me. A lot of the reviews 
have accurately pointed up the tragedy of Lefty being imprisoned 
~ byhis role—the Willy Loman aspect of that character—but | 
think it’s really there for Donnie as well. There’s the same 
~ tragedy with him, which was very important to me. I'm proud of 
j how that works in the film, too: by the time he—and the audi- 
~ ence—comes to realize that, it’s too late; there's nothing he can 
do. There’s a sort of collision that the audience suffers in the 
~ second half of the film, and 1 think it really wallops people. That 
was always part of my design. 






You've given Pistone’s wife, Maggie, a great line in the scene 
in the therapist's office, where she apes the way in which hes 
- speaking, then says, “The man I married was a college 
~ man.” Did you notice that, as the book proceeds, his language 
~ fends to become a lot looser? The “ain'ts” become more and 
more prevalent. 


No. That's interesting. | didn’t pick that up. 


_ Regarding Lefty, a number of bis monologues, about the 
_ “hand grenades in his house,” or the whole spiel about the 
difference between “a friend of mine” or “a friend of ours,” 
~ were described by Pistone in the book. How did you get a 
sense of who he was? 


_ He was just one of those great real-life characters. Obviously, you 
~ have to fill in, connect the dots, but he was just one of those 
~ great characters. 


_ The paranoia, the temper tantrums— 


~ Yeah. He was so irritating—he had this raspy cigarette voice, 
and this perpetual sense of grievance and entitlement, and that 
inflated sense of self-worth. Yet he also had a real tenderness 
~ that he felt towards Donnie, coupled with a real joy of exploiting 
~ Donnie, who he saw as his gravy train. And then all these verbal 
tics: “Ain't the question, Donnie.” He was just fantastic. Pure 
gold. I guess the only insight that was there, beyond mining that 
. gold, was that in the book, Donnie had a closeness with Sonny, 
and to me that was really boring. Sonny was kind of a man’s 
man, and Donnie was kind of a man’s man, and they'd sit 
around and drink coffee and lift weights, grunt and scratch their 
_ balls . . . There was something much truer, more intimate, 

q about being stuck with—coupled with—somebody who was 
incredibly annoying and irritating. There was much more emo- 
tion in that—it was more like a family relationship, or a mar- 
_ riage, even, then this sort of amiable thing he had with Sonny. 


| ~ Even though he is, as you said, much tighter with Sonny in 
the book—and in real life—you can tell that Lefty's gotten 
under bis skin more, because he’s constantly talking about 
bow much Lefty “pisses him off.” 


_ Exactly. Like a relative. And you're stuck with your relatives, 
just like Donnie, doing his job, is stuck with this guy who's 
~ “claimed” him. That was the core of what I wanted to explore 
_ there. 


It seems like what you did in the script, then, was to “give” 
Lefty several of the things that Sonny is described as doing in 
the book. For instance, the scene in which he buys the “From 
One Friend to Another” card for Santo Trafficante— 


No, that was Lefty. 


But in the book, it was Sonny. He and Donnie are in a card 
shop, and he remarks to Donnie how “cute” it would be to 
give the card to Trafficante. 


Well, there you go. It seemed like more of a Lefty thing to do—a 
real brokester maneuver. | love the way Johnny and Al play that 
in the film. 


Also, | know that in the book, Judy, Sonny’s girlfriend, con- 
facts Pistone after he’s gotten out to tell him that Sonny—who 
was killed by the Bonannos weeks after Pistone’s FBI status 
was revealed—had told her that he still had respect for Donnie. 
She even describes him getting the call and leaving everything 
but his car keys in the house. In actual fact, Lefty went to jail, 
and later died of lung cancer. 


| just thought the emotion was really with Lefty, because what's 
universal in the story is the father-son archetype, and the betrayal 
of the father by the son. Everyone can relate to it. 


What about the rest of the “gang’’? Were they based on actual 
people, or were they composites? 


There was very little to real life in any of that stuff. That was 
more a matter of filling out the ensemble. By the way, it’s worth 
mentioning that as the picture became more focused as a rela- 
tionship picture, that ensemble quality fell away. Anyway, I think 
| ended up making a lot of their stuff up. You know, you discover 
sort of surprising or amusing things through the research—for 
example, the fact that most of these mobsters were conservative 
Republican law-and-order types. Even though they were crimi- 
nals, they saw themselves more as hardhats. So amusing things 
like that would then become the basis for pieces of dialogue. 


Again, this might be at least partly a function of Pistone 
wanting to maintain a certain image in the book, but bis 
description of the FBI seems much more positive—even 
respectf{ul—than the portrayal of the FBI, personified in the 
character of Blandford, we see in the film. 


He really bowdlerized that in the book. He actually had an 
extremely contentious relationship with the FBI. When he got 
out, it became even more contentious, although | think now it’s 
all smoothed over. Again, that was just a matter of not taking 
the thing at face value. Even a true story is going to be some 
kind of a fiction. 


Along those lines, the “Richie” character—the clownish agent 
in Miami—seems to be mostly invention. (The actual agent 
Pistone vouched for there, Tony Rossi, seemed to have much 
more on the ball.) How did you come up with him? 


Well, let me go back a ways. What's interesting about being 
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undercover is that it’s very much like being an airline pilot, 
which has been described as six hours of boredom and one 
minute of sheer terror. That's really what I was thinking about. 
Joe said to me—and I thought this was very interesting—that 
the hardest thing about the job was enduring the boredom. End- 
less hours of bullshitting, scheming, cigarette smoke. But then 
the slightest slip of the tongue and you were in jeopardy. These 
guys—however moronic and stupid they might be—were 
incredibly, savagely shrewd, and had these antennae for rats, the 
government, whatever. 

One of the ways you could slip up was by vouching for some- 
one else. So the whole Richie Gazzo character was there to show 
the dangers of that, and also, in a crude way, to illustrate that 
what Joe was doing was not so easy. When we finally meet 
Richie, we've already gone through an hour of film in which it’s 
difficult to get a sense of how hard it is to pull off what Donnie’s 
doing. It was a bit broad in the realization, but it was useful in 
that regard. 


Speaking again of bis feelings about the FBI, Pistone actually 
says in the book that the awards ceremony “was the best 
moment of bis professional life.” You obviously didn't buy 
that, considering the closing scene of the screenplay and film. 


I'm certain that for him it wasn’t about getting a medal after 
five years of this work. He did it because of whatever compulsion 
people have to do great, heroic things. And for him it was about 
beating these guys—a similar emotion to what you take into a 
basketball game. He wanted to show them he was better than 
they were, and he certainly did. On the other hand, the bitterness 
of it was something that he didn’t share; that was more our 
comment on the whole thing. Mike Newell found a picture in 
one of the books of these three agents from another operation 
standing there and holding up their checks, and there was 
something so daft and American about that. Not just a medal, 
but a check, and not even a particularly big check. //aughs/ So | 
urged him to put it in the film, and he did. 


While your script draws quite a bit from real life—in every- 
thing from the actual politics of the Bonanno family to 
details of both Pistone’s relationship with his wife and Lefty 
and Sonny—there are a number of things that you didn't 
choose to use. For instance, the first quarter of Pistone’s book 
is spent describing an undercover operation he was involved 
with in Florida, and then we follow him up to New York as 
he methodically insinuates himself into a position where he 
can gain the trust and friendship of someone like Lefty. 


My instinct was always just to get right into it. As long as you 
have to suffer the fact that the audience has already seen this 
kind of story before on television or in the movies, we might as 
well have the benefit of it, which is that we can use incredible 
shorthand regarding all of that procedural stuff. The audience is 
going to fill it in. | was constantly urged by the studio over eight 
years to put more—what I call, disparagingly—‘‘shoe leather” 
into the script. More groundwork, more psychological back- 


ground, moving-up-the-ladder stuff. In dramatic terms, how- 
ever, you just don’t need it. This is cowboys and Indians. He's the 
cowboy and they're the Indians—let’s do it. The juice in the 
movie is when he meets Lefty, and the best scenes in the script 
and the movie are all between Lefty and Donnie. 


There's another “father” figure in the book—Tony Mirra, a 
mid-level wiseguy who gets in a major feud with Lefty over 
who actually “owns” Donnie. He gets angry enough to 
actually try to have Donnie killed at one point. Too much 
information? 


It wasn’t part of my story. The competitiveness with Sonny was 
better. 


What about the fact that, in real life, Pistone moved away 
from New York with his family not long after Lefty put a 
claim on him? 


Yeah, | tried that a few times, and | thought it was interesting. It 
was just too elaborate of a subplot, though. Also, that terrain 
really got covered in Goodfellas, when Liotta’s character moves 
to Kansas. And there was also that film Nora Ephron wrote, M/y 
Blue Heaven, in which Steve Martin plays a gangster who gets 
sent to the boondocks. There was real humor in that kind of an 
uprooting, though. | remember at one point I'd written a scene I 
really liked: Joe’s moved the family to somewhere in Oklahoma 
or Texas—someplace hot—and he comes home and they're 
putting in a pool in the backyard. The contractor's trying to 
cheat his wife, and I had him either threaten or beat the shit out 
of the contractor. Then the contractor goes to the FBI to tell 
them he’s been threatened by a gangster. It was a really good 
scene, but it fell by the wayside. 





There’ also a whole other scam Pistone gets involved with in 
Milwaukee, which takes up the whole middle section of the 
book. It’s basically the same dynamic as the Miami operation, 
in that Donnie vouches for somebody in the city who needs 
“protection,” and this necessitates a sitdown with the ruling 
family there—in this case, the Balistrieris. 


There was just one piece of that I always wanted to use, which is 
when they're all sitting around looking at Lake Michigan, and 
Lefty can’t believe it’s a lake—“Donnie, that's the ocean. Ain't 
no way that’s a lake.” /laughs/] But | didn’t want them to go to 
Milwaukee. I chose Florida over Milwaukee because Miami 
really aired out the movie. It was such a dramatic visual con- 
trast to Brooklyn. 


Lefty actually married his girlfriend while Pistone was 
undercover; did you ever consider including that in the 
script? 


Yeah, I used to have a thing where he got engaged to Annette 
and gave her the fugazy. It conflicted with where the film was 
going: it was getting deeper, and more tragic, and that was too 
“cute,” almost. Usually, in these kinds of films, you can’t inject 
too much humorous stuff after the first act. 





~ We already touched on this briefly in talking about your 
- “grafting” of some of Sonny's actions in the book onto Lefty 
in the script: there are a number of events, conversations 
and situations whose particulars are shifted around in your 
screenplay, obviously in the interest of dramatic economy— 


In brief, I’ve never felt—and | think I mentioned this in the 
Quiz Show interview—I ought to have any more fidelity to the 
facts or history than Shakespeare did, who was the great master 
of all us dramatists. | mean, the real Count Almasy /profagonist 
of The English Patient/ was both a willing spy and a homosexual. 
I've never done anything that radical. 


Well, | was thinking of rather particular stuff, like your having 
Lefty rip open Donnie’s dashboard in the film, when in fact 
it was an associate of Jilly’s who actually did it in the book. 
Was that just too good of a detail to leave out? 


| just thought there was something funny about carrying that 
car fetishism forward into Lefty's dismantling of Donnie’s brand- 
new Cadillac. Besides, it was definitely true to the character to be 
highly suspicious, and constantly on the alert for a rat or a wire. 
Borrowing the detail of it was not untrue to the character. 


How about the fugazy scene with Pandar? In the script and 
film, Donnie roughs him up, which automatically earns 
Lefty's admiration and interest in him as a potential assoct- 
ate. In the book, there’s a similar moment in which Donnie, 
rather than actually laying a hand on a guy who owes Tony 
Mirra a lot of money, takes bim outside and tells him to 
“act” like he’s gotten roughed up by him. Did that serve as 
inspiration for this scene? 


You know, I don’t remember how I came up with that scene. A 
lot of times the research just becomes this bag of tricks that's 
floating around in your head. You don’t know whether you're 
pulling things from real life or making them up. It was impor- 

tant for us to illustrate the two things Lefty sees in Donnie: the 
earning potential and the violence. It also ended up being an 
important thing to do, early on, with Johnny Depp, who's played 
all of these fey, eccentric characters. You needed to show his 
capacity for violence early on. 


Actually, Pistone made a point in the book of saying that be 
wasn't actually dirtying bis hands with real violence 
throughout his tenure as an undercover agent, yel that scene 
and others in the script—most significantly, the one in which 
he saws off Big Trin’s fee-—directly contradict that assertion. 


Again, what was the truth of that character? The truth of that 
character, which he says in the book, is that, if there was a 
choice between shooting somebody or getting shot himself, he 
would shoot somebody. We don’t have him shoot anybody, but 
we do have him going along with stuff. | mean, if he'd flashed 
his badge and shouted “FBI!,” he'd have been killed. Joe says he 
didn’t actually participate in any kind of violence—and | 
believe he didn't—but the gangsters all say he did, although of 
course they're all a bunch of liars. They will tell you that he was 





involved with hits—God knows what—but I think that’s all 
crap. Anyway, we wanted to show him being involved in this 
butchery to make a dramatic point. 


There is a point in the book, fairly early on, when a D.A. rec- 
ognizes Pistone, who’ already established himself undercover 
as Donnie, in a New York bar; did that inspire the similar 
scene in the Miami airport? 


| remember that; in PJ. Clarke's. Yeah, we took that. It was one 
of those conventional jeopardy beats for the undercover cop that 
we felt from the very beginning we should take advantage of. It’s 
sort of obvious stuff, but it works. You know, at some point when 
you're making a genre movie, you've got to milk the genre for 
all its worth, and that’s what this genre's about: the tension of 
being discovered. By the way, what’s much more interesting 
about Donnie Brasco is not the tension of being discovered, but 
the moral jeopardy of 7o/ being discovered, like in the scene in 
the Japanese restaurant. 


That's a great scene for a number of reasons, not the least of 


which is the way it evokes the jingoism these wiseguys har- 
bored, and the cleverness of Donnie in exploiting that. Was 
that totally from your imagination? 


Yeah. 


Another scene that seems to have been entirely from scratch 
is the Pistones’ visit to the marriage counselor. 


| don’t think they ever saw a therapist. It was always one of my 
favorite scenes, because | thought it illustrated, in a very amus- 
ing, arch way, the hopelessness of his situation, as well as his 
“pre-psychological” character. And how out-of-scale, and 
doomed, the attempts were to fix this broken marriage with con- 
ventional relationship-therapy cures. It was a scene that | 
definitely fought for over the eight years. | was constantly told it 
didn’t belong in this film: “That’s from a Paul Mazursky 
movie.” “It’s not funny.” That may all be true, and it may just 
be my own guilty pleasure, but it’s still one of my favorite scenes 
in the movie. 


Another invented scene that packs a lot of dramatic power is 
Lefty and Donnie’s meeting up at the hospital where Lefty’s 
son is in intensive care after an overdose. His son, Tommy, 
was apparently a heroin addict in actual fact, but was the 
rest your own? 


Yeah. I'm ambivalent about that scene. It depends on when I'm 
seeing the film; sometimes | think it’s necessary, and other times 
I think Lefty's “spoke in the wheel” speech after he’s killed Nicky 
suffices. 


When did you write it? 


| wrote it during the process with Mike. I said to him at one 
point, “I just keep feeling we need some kind of melodramatic 
scene between Donnie and Lefty.” And he said, “Go ahead and 
do it.” I wrote it, and everybody loved it, but I'm not sure it doesn’t 

Continued on page 182 
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“You tremble, | see, oh soul fastidious, 
And in my sight, fear grips your heart, 
‘Tis true, my deeds, my crimes are hideous 
And so heaven does its wrath impart. 
Fear not, for my torment is nigh. . .” 


* 

Backlit, a shimmering haze. The tall, naked body of a 
young black man on all fours on an expensive carpet. 
Everything i is frozen in time. The chrome of a sugar bow! 
gleams behind a man, aged 40 or so, leaning against a 
grand piano. His hand dangles, motionless. His staring 
eyes gaze into his own soul, where there is nothing to 
see. 


It’s that indeterminate moment when the sky pales slowly, 
the moment when the sweat of bodies exhausted by a 
long sleepless night cools on the skin. In this play of soft 
light, of greys. and shadows, we spot a young, fair-haired 
man, shivering as he huddles on the sofa. 


The French window is open wide onto the balcony. Lifted 
by the cool air from outside, the curtain drifts intermit- 
tently across the dawning of the new day. In the distance, 


muffled: drumming, the stubborn, repetitive riff of a gui- 


tar, lost in a filthy hubbub of voices. 


2. 

In midair. Two men in bomber jackets caught in a fit of 
laughter. The deafening racket of the helicopter. On the 
side of the craft, we can make out: “National Police.” 
Ahead, in the distance, Paris rises up in the light of the 


dawning day. The uncontrolled laughter of the men 


becomes wilder. The helicopter dives and nears the 
ground. Below it: apartment blocks, supermarkets, ware- 
houses, houses, trees, all caught up in the lifestream of 
the road networks. Tiny insects beetle along the long rib- 
bon of the eastern motorway. 


3 

An old crate of a car, with Lithuanian license plates, drives 
through the outskirts of the capital. Bags, a case and 
large objects wrapped up in a blanket fill the backseat, 
completely blocking the view through the rear window. 


Daiga, a girl with dark brown hair, is at the wheel of the 


car, a cigarette between her lips. Despite her exhausted, 
drawn features, we can tell that she is beautiful, with a 
certain, indefinable robust air that makes her appear a bit 
of a tomboy. The transistor radio, fixed with insulator 
tape to the glove compartment, spews out jingles and 
the morning news: wars, weather reports, minor news 
items... The body of another 70-year-old woman has 
just been found in a small apartment on the Square Leibniz. 
A new victim of “the little-old-lady killer of the 18th 
arrondissement.” 


buildings, the Montmartre hill . . 


A France-Inter radio studio. Just after the news flash, the 


deejay Louis Bozon motions to a technician to launch a 


song. 


The circular road around the city. Bercy, one of the gates 
on the east side of Paris. Daiga’s car enters the capital. 
Day has broken. Daiga now drives along the Seine, 
glancing from time to time at the embankments, the 
bridges. Everything is peaceful; there isn’t much traffic 
about. Porte de la Villette: the car sets off through the 
long tunnels. Upon exiting them, Daiga is once again sur- 
rounded by the pink, golden light and the early-morning 
mist still floating above Paris. The neon signs on the 
roofs of the buildings, the grey swell of the apartment 
. On the outer boule- 
vard, a group of young, long-haired tramps start to stir. 
One of them strokes an Alsatian dog, which stretches 
out and yawns. Daiga, a little tense and lost, slows down, 
hesitates. Paris is sumptuously empty. She's placed a 
map of the city over the steering wheel to find her way. 
In the heart of the 18th arrondissement, a garbage truck. 
The workers empty out the big plastic bins. The sound of 
the metal jaws swallowing their share of the waste 
echoes in the chilly air. One of the men, an African 
dressed in the full “Paris municipal green” uniform, whis- 
tles as he energetically shoves the bins back in place 
outside the door of an apartment building. The truck 
moves forward a few yards. Trapped just behind the 
truck, Daiga’s car moves along at a snail's pace. 


Camille, a young West Indian man, steps out from a car- 
riage entrance. He is wearing a baggy linen suit, and his 
face is made up: false eyelashes, foundation, lipstick. A 
Mercedes is parked outside the building. At the wheel, 
the 40-year-old man and, at his side, the fair-haired 
youth. Camille tries to open the door of the car but it’s 
locked. In a fit of rage, he starts violently kicking the car, 
the windows. The young man finally opens the door. 
Camille grabs hold of him, starts punching him. The man 
reaches across and pulls the youth back inside the car, 
slams the door. The Mercedes tears off. In the unflatter- 
ing light, Camille looks haggard. His eyes meet those of 
the garbageman. Camille disappears at the corner of the 
street. 

Above, the sky is cloudless: It’s going to be a nice day. 
Now a pert sun strokes the ridges of the apartment 
building roofs. Up there, the windows gleam with a sil- 
very glow. Paris is still slumbering. Camille starts walking. 


The facade of a police station in the 18th arrondisse- 
ment. Cops, exhausted by the night's patrol, smoke ciga- 
rettes as they lean against their cars. 


Daiga drives up, passes the police station and continues 
on her way. Camille takes a shortcut along a small street 
where a van has just pulled up. A young man jumps out 











of the front and opens the rear door. He pulls out a fold- 
ig stepladder and then, after it, am enormous can ol 
paint. The can slips from his hands - he leaps back as it 
hits the ground. The violent impact makes the lid fly off. 
hick red paint spurts out and splashes the young man, 
| e car, the tarmac and the van's driver, who has just 
ppeared from around the corner. The driver reels off a 
ound of insults. Daiga’s car drives slowly by. She's 
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| he'top floor of a public-housing complex. On the land- 
m Camille cautiously opens the door of an apartment. 
te goes inside. The living room is bathed in sunlight and 
ooks like a construction site. There are planks, work- 
enches, woodworking tools and piles of sawdust on the 
pe preers spread over the floor. In the middle of this 
disorder, we can see a violin case resting on a chest of 
drawers. Above the chest of drawers, a naive painting: 
frozen, as if for a photo, two young black newlyweds are 
flanked by two tontons macoutes. The bride has a tiny 
ouquel. The couple hold hands - their wrists are 
chained together with handcuffs. Camille takes off his 

hoes, pulls the curtain shut in front of the French win- 
dows and crashes, fully dressed, down on the couch. He 
closes his eyes. 


| darry, a barefoot mixed-race child with tousled hair, is 

tanding near the couch, looking at the young man with 
the made-up eyes, whose feet and ankles, sticking out of 
his trousers, are covered with fishnet stockings. 
Camille’ s brother, Théo, a West Indian aged 30 or so, 
comes into the living room, takes his son in his arms. 
Camille appears to be asleep. Theo, carrying Harry, 
walks over to the window, pulls the curtain aside and 
looks down at the street. 










CAMILLE ///is eves now wide open) Aren't you sleeping, 
brother? 


THEO | can't sleep. 


Below, a garbage truck drives past. On a side street, we 
spot a second truck and Daiga’s car. The guys working on 
the truck exchange short whistles, which mingle with the 
racket made by the swifts in the sky: 


4, 

Daiga's car stops at a red light. The titles appear. In 
the background, we hear distorted music and nasal 
voices chanting through a nursery rhyme. An old woman 
slowly crosses the road and, upon reaching the pave- 
ment opposite, starts crumbling up bread for the 


perons 


On the radio. on France-Inter, Louis Bozon churns out 
his usual morning, bullshit. 


5: 

A tacade, windows and then the landing of an apartment 
building in the neighborhood. A cleaning woman 1's 
scrubbing the floor outside one of the doors. Inside the 
darkened apartment, we can discern a motionless hand 
resting on the wooden floor near the entrance. Under 
the door, in the taint slit of daylight, we can make out the 
shadowy movements of the cleaning woman as she 
scrubs the floor. We hear her breathing, the sound of the 
water and the bucket. Trinkets, dust, crocheted anti- 
macassars, antique furniture. The metal shutters are 
closed. The faint hum of the street. The place has been 
ransacked: a table overturned, a lamp smashed, the 
drawers of a chest torn out and scattered. The body of 
an elderly woman is lying, huddled, in the corridor. Her 
face is stuck to the floor by a brown stain. Her glasses 
are smashed into her tace, sideways across her tore- 
head, just above her broken nose. The buzzing of flies. 


6. 

Daiga slows down outside a cafe that is just opening. The 
owner is setting up the tables outside. The decrepit old 
car pulls onto the pedestrian crossing just opposite the 
bar. 


7. 

Daiga takes a seat at one of the tables outside the cafe. 
The owner comes over to her. 

OWNER Whit can | get you? 

DAIGA Coffee... Big one. 


The owner goes back inside the café and steps behind the 
har, where a regular is already downing a glass of white 


wine. Daiga regards the street and the first passersby of 


the day. The owner comes back with a tray: a large coffee. 
a pot of milk and a basket of croissants. He sets everything 
on the table. 


An unmarked police car pulls up bebind Daigas car. Two 
plainclothes inspectors get out, enter the café. We bear the 
static of the cops’ radio as far as the pavement tables. 
Reaching over the counter, they shake hands with the 
ONE: 


OWNER (78 fhe cops) The usual? 


On the pavement outside. Daiga savors a croissant with 
her large coffee. She watches the street slowly come to life. 


8. 

Public-housing complex. In the narrow bathroom, little 
Harry, wearing only his underpants, is clinging to the 
washbasin. Theo, a towel around his waist, is brushing 
his son's teeth. Camille comes in, naked to the waist, his 
legs and thighs swathed in the fishnet stockings. He sits 
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down on the edge of the bathtub and gets undressed. 
Théo holds Harry over the washbasin. The little boy 
spits, and Theo helps him rinse his mouth out. Camille 
takes some cotton wool and make-up remover from the 
shelf above the washbasin. 


CAMILLE Can | use this, man? 
HARRY Jhit’s my mom's. 
THEO Go ahead, she left it here... 


Camille starts removing his make-up. Théo pulls a T-shirt 
over his son's head 


THEO //) Harry) Put vour warm-up suit on. 


The child sits down on the bidet and tries to pull on the 
frousers of his warm-up suit. Théo strokes his cheek and 
chin while looking in the mirror over the washbasin. 


THEO | shave every day, it wrecks my skin. 


The faces of the two brothers in the mirror. Theo looks at 
his brothers reflection. 


CAMILLE How are you doing? 

THEO Okiy 

Theo finishes dressing Harry: 

CAMILLE (Can | take a shower? 

THEO There are some clean towels in the cupboard. 


Camille steps into the shower. Theo sees his tall. dark body 
through the plastic shower curtain. The splash of water 


trom the shower. Theo and Harry leave the bathroom. 


In the kitchen. Harry is sitting in front of a breakfast boul 
of hot chocolate. eating a slice of bread. Theo pours bim- 
selfa cup of coffee and spreads butter on a second slice 


for his son. Camille comes in, wearing a womans 


bathrobe that is too small for him. 
CAMILLE | couldn't find the towels. 


THEO (/aighing) | can heat some coffee up for you if you 
want. 


Camille takes a cigarette from Theos pack. He pours the 
rest of the coffee into a saucepan. lights the gas burner 
and leans over the flames with his cigarette. 


CAMILLE Do you mind me coming here? 
THEO | never know when you're going to turn up. 


CAMILLE | wanted to give the kid a hug. (Camille picks up 
Harry from his chair and takes him in his arms) Hey, it's a 
good thing he didn't get his dad's nose. 


THEO Shit . . . the coffee’s boiling over! 


Camille, with Harry in his arms, bends over the gas burner. 


CAMILLE Hold on, Vl clean it all up. 
Ihéo stands up and picks up a sponge. 


THEO No, forget it, Camille. I'd rather you didn't touch 
anything. 


Camille puts Harry back down on his chair and sits down 
al the table. He takes a banana and a piece of bread. 
Harry lies down across his uncle's knees. The child whis- 
pers to Camille. who gives him a piece of the banana, as 
/héo clears up the spilled coffee. 


THEO How are you doing? 
CAMILLE I'm fine... What about Alice? 
THEO | don't see a lot of her right now. 


Théo makes more coffee. Théo and Camille look at one 
another, Camille strokes Harry's head. Hes about to say 
something. 


THEO What's wrong, have you done something stupid? 


CAMILLE You do your stuff and T'll do mine. That way 
things are clear. 


= 

The basement of the cafe: the bathrooms. Daiga 
changes her clothes, stuffs her gear into a bag and takes 
oul a make-up kit. She brushes her teeth, washes her 
face and then puts on her make-up in front of the wash- 
basin mirror. She now goes back up to the bar. The two 
cops look at her out of the corners of their eyes. Daiga 
goes over to the owner. 


DAIGA Telephone? 
he owner points to the telephone near the cash register. 
OWNER (io ahead, the line's free. 


Daiga takes out a letter and a tiny piece of paper. She 
dials a number, waits, then hangs up. She looks at the 
Piece of paper and dials a second number. She waits. 
DAIGA (1/1: Russian, with a few words in French) \Ws 
Daiga, from Vilnius... Daiga Bartas ... (min Paris... 'll 
call back... Goodbye. (Daiga hangs up. To the owner, in 
French) How much, please? 

OWNER With the phone call, that'll be... Thirty francs 
fifty. 

DAIGA Thirty and five... 

The owner points to a basket full of croissants. 

OWNER Thiree croissants, a large coffee and the phone call 
_.. Okay? 


Daiva looks at him incredulously, a bank note int her hand. 





DAIGA Croissant, no. 
She shows “one” with ber thumb. 


OWNER No, not one. Three... | don’t believe this... When 
| had that bar in St. Michel, it was like this all day long . . . 
Come on, give me your money. 


Daiva hands him the fifty-franc note. The owner gives ber 
the change. The cops smile. 

OWNER (7) cops) Give me a break. 

DAIGA Thank you. 

OWNER (/)) zglish) Thank you very much. 

ONE OF THE COPS (70 (he owner) Hey, Dominique, 


you're way off the mark. She's no beefeater, she's a nice bit of 
Stroganoff. 


The two cops laugh. 


10. 

Daiga leaves the café. The plainclothes cops watch her. 
She opens the door of her old car and reaches in for the 
map, which she spreads out on the hood. She's looking 
for a street. The cops step out onto the pavement and 
one of them calls to her mockingly. 


PLAINCLOTHES COP \iiss! 

Daiva looks at them. 

OTHER COP You mustn't park there... yet, nyet good. 
Not good. Pedestrian crossing. 

One of the inspectors walks over to the old crate and looks 
al the license plates. 

PLAINCLOTHES COP Whit kind of plates are these’. .. 
License plates! 

DAIGA Lithuania, Vilnius. 

PLAINCLOTHES COP \ilnius or not, in France—rules. 


Not allowed, pedestrian crossing. 
He motions to Daiga to go. 


OTHER COP Witch out, it'll be the car pound next time . . . 
Go on, go on, get out of here. 


The two men sneer and laugh. Daiga gets into her car 


and drives off. She thumps the wheel and swears in 
Lithuanian. 


We 
In the old crate. Daiga drives along with the map on her 
knees. 


12. 
Public-housing complex. Théo's apartment. Camille, still 
wearing the bathrobe and slumped on the living room 


couch, rolls himself a joint. Harry, sitting on the tloor, 
watches TV. Théo puts one last coat of stained varnish 
on one of the upright pieces of a future bookcase. 


CAMILLE You're wrecking your hands with all this wood- 
work. Haven't you got a concert coming up soon? 


THEO \es. 


Camille lies there. smoking his joint. He glances vaguely 
at the television. Théo screws a rack onto one of the long 
planks. 


THEO | can't lend you any money right now. 


Camille plonks Harry down on his knees. Someone rings 
the doorbell. Théo goes to open the door. 


ELECTRICITY MAN ili, |'m here to read the meter. 
THEO Come in. 

Théo opens a cupboard for him. 

CAMILLE (70 /héo) Right, I'll be going. 


The electricity man shines his flashlight onto the meter, then 
writes down the number of units used on a piece of paper. 


ELECTRICITY MAN (Goodbye. 


The man goes out. Camille stands up and gets dressed 
behind the couch. 


CAMILLE | always say that things like money don’t have 
any value. They come and go. 


He pulls on his jacket. Camille kisses Harry, then walks 
over to the door. He waves goodbye. 


CAMILLE Are you mad at me? 
THEO No, it’s just the way I look. 


Camille exits. 


13. 

Camille comes out of a bakery, eating a brioche. He wan- 
ders nonchalantly up the street that runs alongside the 
Montmartre cemetery. 


14. 

The basement of a former boutique that has been turned 
into a tailor’s workshop. A muddle of leather clothes 
hanging from hangers. Sewing machines, bundles of 
dyed and natural leathers. In a corner, a bed and a kitch- 
enette. The sink is overflowing with dirty dishes. In the 
middle of the room, Camille is in a tight imitation-leather 
outfit that fits him like a second skin: it laces up over his 
chest, with a sort of collar around his neck. Muriel, the 
seamstress, dressed in a very tight shirt and leather 
trousers, is kneeling in front of him. She stretches and 
fits the flexible material over Camille's thigh. 
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CAMILLE Leather would have been better. 


MURIEL If you've got the money, you can have your tuxedo. 
I've finished it. We agreed on 5,000, remember? 


Muriel lights a cigarette with the butt of the previous one. 
CAMILLE | (i have preferred leather. 
MURIEL Yeah, | know, this is just imitation. 


15. 

A small apartment building in the neighborhood. We can 
hear banging and bumping on the ground floor. The 
noise of the street, the street door closing again and the 
timer switch coming on. A very thin, elderly woman with 
red hair comes slowly up the stairs and then stops near 
the second-floor landing, where she finds bags, a suit- 
case, three gleaming samovars. Daiga is sitting, resigned, 
on the top step. The old woman puts down her two bags 
from the supermarket and stares at her. 


MINA (With a strong Slavic accent) Excuse me, young 
lady, but I'd like to open my door. 


Daiva smiles, brandishes the letter 
DAIGA (/7) Lithuanian) \s me, Aunt. 
MINA (/72 Lithuanian) Who's me? 


DAIGA (/11 Lithuanian) Daiga. Sarounas’s granddaughter. 
The letter... 


MINA (/77 Lithuanian) Daiga, of course, Daiga. Daiga, 
come inside, my dear. 


They hug. The old woman opens the door and goes in first 


MINA (177 Lithuanian) Come in, come in. Put all your 
stuff down here. 


Daiga piles up her bags in the miniscule hallway and 
closes the door: 


MINA (177 Lithwanian) You're here. | didn’t think you'd turn 
up so soon. Come on, come into the light so I can get a look at 
vou. Sit down, sit down. The journey must have been terrible. 


DAIGA (17) Lithuanian) | came by car, Mina. 


MINA (177 Lithuanian) What car? You're crazy! Like every- 
body else in the family, you're crazy... . All the way from Vilnius! 


DAIGA (/7) Lithuanian) I's okay. 


MINA (/7) Lithuanian) You're an idiot to have come all 
this way by car... I'll make some tea. Do you want some? 


Mina busies herself at the sink. Daiga sits down on the 
hed. She looks around her at the narrow, miniscule apart- 
ment. Everything fits into the one room. The shelves above 
the bed are laden with old photos. A few objects. Pictures 
on the walls. A press clipping (an article on Nureyev's 


death) is taped up next to a poster near a row of pans: 
“The Grey Panther Club. Put an End to the Violence. 18th 
Arrondissement Town Hall.” 


MINA (177 Lithuanian) Was the visa very expensive? 


DAIGA (/12 Lithuanian) With the money | spent on petro! 
and the journey, | haven't got a lot left. 


Mina pours the tea. 


MINA (177 Lithuanian) Drink up, it ll do you good. You're 
beautiful. That's an advantage, at least, when you don’t know 
how to do anything. What are we going to do? Good Lord, 
where are we going to put you? I can’t keep you here. Look at 
the size of this place! . .. Take your jacket off, make yourself 
comfortable, dear. 


As Daiva lakes off her jacket, her aunt looks at her in panic. 


MINA (172 Lithuanian) Your belly, Daiga. Your belly . . . 
Don't tell me you're pregnant! 


Daiva laughs. She lifts up ber T-shirt and starts undoing 
the insulation tape wrapped around her midsection. She 
removes a thick strip wrapped in plastic and puts every- 
thing down on the table, pulling out several tins of caviar. 


16. 

A cheap department store, near the Marcadet metro 
stop. Alice, a very young, dark-haired woman, drifts 
along the different aisles. She wanders from right to left 
and then starts ferreting through the women’s swimsuits. 


In one of the changing booths, Alice has just put on the 
top half of a bikini. She looks at herself in the mirror, 
then takes a penknife out of her pocket and struggles to 
remove the anti-theft device. She manages to tear it off, 
making a hole in the swimsuit. Alice puts her T-shirt back 
on, pulls on her jacket and goes out of the booth. 


She dumps the anti-theft device and heads over to one 
of the exits. A security guard stops her as she is about to 
leave the store. 


SECURITY GUARD Excuse me, miss, | think you're tak- 
ing something with you. Do you want to pay for it or not? 


Alice opens her bag. 


SECURITY GUARD No. The swimsuit there. The one 


you're wearing. Would you come with me? This way, please. 


Alice retraces her steps with the guard at her side. 


An office. The security guard is standing near one of the 


managers, who is sealed behind a desk. Alice is sitting on 
the other side of the desk. 


MANAGER Well, are you going to pay or not? Are you able 
lo pay? 
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ALICE Okay, okay, I'll pay for the fucking thing. Shithead. 
She takes oul some money and puts it on the desk. 
MANAGER There's no need to react like that. We've just 
done you a favor, Next time, we'll call the cops in. If you want 
to get dressed, you can do it over there in the corner. 


ALICE |'ll stay like this. It's warm in here. 


Alice, her jacket under her arm, goes out of the office. 


17. 

Théo is at the wheel of an old van. Harry is at his side, 
huddled on the seat as if trying to hide. Theo places a 
hand on his son's head. 


THEO You shouldn't be here. You know that? Children sit in 
the back. If we get arrested, they'll send us both to prison . . . 


The child laughs. 


18. 

In the spotless stairwell of a fine apartment building: pol- 
ished stairs, carpets, gleaming brass. Theo makes one 
last trip, carrying the different elements of the bookcase. 
Harry follows him. The double doors at the entrance of 
an apartment are wide open. They go inside. Theo puts 
down his load in the brand-new living room, where the 
female owner of the apartment awaits him. Theo starts 
putting the bookcase together. 


OWNER Js hie your son? 

THEO Jes. 

OWNER He's cute... Would you like a Coke? 
THEO I'd rather have a beer, please. 


OWNER I'l] bring you a Coke; | haven't got any beer. Care- 
ful, we just redecorated here. 


The woman disappears. Theo carries on working, stopping 

for a second to light a cigarette. He goes back to his task. 
The woman comes back with the Coke. She puts a coaster 
on a pedestal table and puts the bottle on it. 


OWNER I'd rather you didn’t smoke. 


Théo doesn't know what to do with his cigarette. He ends 
up leaning over the rubber plant near the window and 
stubbing it out in the pot. The bookcase finished, Theo puts 
his screwdriver away, drinks a mouthful of Coke and puts 
the glass back down, making a face. The woman looks at 
the bookcase. 


THEO What do you think? 
OWNER Perhaps it would be better on the opposite wall. 


THEO Right, here you are. These are the bills for the mater- 
ial. | kept them for you. 


OWNER | ve got acash problem at the moment; | didn’t 
have time to go to the bank today. But I can write you a check 
if you like. 


THEO No, no checks. We said cash. 
OWNER Comme back tomorrow. 
THEO No, | can't come back tomorrow. We had an agreement. 


The owner takes her purse and goes into the kitchen. A few 
seconds later, she comes back out. 


OWNER | ve found the money I was keeping for my shop- 
ping. (She lakes some 500-franc notes out of her purse) 
500, 1,000, 1,500. . . 2,000, here. 


THEO We said 3,000. The material alone cost me 900 
francs. 

OWNER | ve only got 2,000 here. 

THEO | want 3,000, or I'll take the whole thing away again. 


The owner disappears again and comes back with two 
more 500-franc notes. 


OWNER | could have had a professional at that price. After 
all, you won't declare any of this. It's almost like the black 
market, if you don’t mind my saying . . . 


Théo takes the money and slips it into bis pocket. He picks 
up his bag and goes out, taking Harry by the hand. The 
woman slams the door behind them. 


19. 

A large bar-cum-tobacconist’s in the neighborhood 
Théo is playing the pinball machine. Alice comes in, 
looking pretty in her swimsuit top. She comes straigh! 
over to them. 


ALICE My guard dog’s waiting for me. 

Alice yaps like a puppy. She takes Harry in her arms and 
smothers him with kisses. 

ALICE (70 Harry) Hmmm, you smell good . . . You're so 
soft, my baby . . . Let’s sit down, I'm thirsty. 


Théo and Alice, with Harry in ber arms, sit at a table. 
They order drinks. Théo takes coupons for the °Million- 
aire” lottery game out of his pocket and spreads them out 
in front of him. 


ALICE Did she pay you? 
THEO \es. 


ALICE (Can you lend me a bit of money? 


Théo takes out the money and puts it down in front of 


Alice. Alice counts it. Théo scratches the silver coating from 
the coupons. 
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ALICE You only got 3.0007 

THEO Jes. 

ALICE You've got to stop these shitty jobs. You get taken 
every time. 

Alice takes part of the money. 


THEO Your parents called, they want to know if they're still 
coming to dinner on Tuesday. What do | tell them? 


ALICE | don’t know. . . Do you want me to come around 
tonight? 


THEO It’s up to you... There’s a hole in your thing there. 
He points to the tear in the swimsuit. 

ALICE | know, | like it like that. 

Théo pays, crumples up the °Millionaire™ lottery coupons 
and stands up, taking Harry in bis arms. 

THEO Okay, come on, let’s go. 

Alice stands up in turn. 

THEO Have you got a new pair of sneakers? 

ALICE Yeah. | can’t stand them as soon as there’s a scratch 
on them. 

They leave the bar-cum-tobacconists. 

20. 

The street outside the bar-cum-tobacconist’s. We can 
see Théo's truck parked there. In the back of the cab, on 
a makeshift seat, Théo binds his son up with a series of 


belts and buckles. Harry now looks like a cross between 
a salami and an astronaut. Alice is at the door. 


ALICE You're overdoing it; just don't drive too fast. 
THEO [1's the Jaw. 

ALICE Yeah, well, it's not much fun for him. 

She sits down in the passenger seat, lights a cigarette and 


switches on the radio. We hear the news flash. Theo takes 
his seat al the wheel and starts the engine. 


THEO Are you coming or not? 
ALICE I'm not coming. 


Alice laughs, turns around to kiss her son and then gets 
out and slams the door. On the radio, a song. Alice walks 
around the vebicle and plants a kiss on the windshield on 
Théo s side. Théo waves vaguely and drives off. Théo looks 
at the little boy, who smiles at him as he settles back in his 
seal. 


Alice runs alongside the moving van for a second. The vebi- 
cle speeds up and merges into the river of traffic. 


24) 

Alice walks quickly along the street, singing to herself. 
From time to time, people turn to look at her. Her reflection 
in the shop windows. She stops and then sets off again. 
She's crying, “I'll tell him, I'll tell him, ll tell him. . .” 


y af 

Camille, leaning against the roughcast wall of a bank. He 
watches an elderly woman withdraw cash from the auto- 
matic teller with her Visa card. The machine spews out 
the money, which she picks up and counts. She catches 
the eye of Camille, who smiles at her. The woman quickly 
stuffs the bank notes into her handbag and waiks away, 
turning around from time to time. 


ZS. 

Late morning. The stairwell of an apartment building on 
the Square Leibniz. Daiga and Mina climb the stairs. On 
the third-floor landing, there's a vague gathering of ten- 
ants outside one of the doors, which is wide open. The 
two women meet cops with peaked caps coming and 
going between the apartment and the ground floor. 


ONE OF THE COPS (78) Jina) Where are you going? 
MINA To the sixth floor. What's happened? 
COP Go ahead, ma’am. There's nothing to see. 


The two women continue up the stairs and stop at the top- 


floor landing. 


24. 
Sixth-floor landing. 


MINA (70 Daiva. in Lithuanian) Ring the bell, dear. Ossip 
Bielv. Yes, there, the one on the left. 

Daiga presses the buzzer. The door opens to reveal an 
unshaven man wearing a housecoat over a vest and a 
pair of trousers. 

MINA (17: Russian) Ossia, aren't you up yet? 

OSSIP (/1) Russian) I'm sorry, | was just going to have a 
bath. Come in, come in. 

Ossip closes the door of the small apartment. 


OSSIP (/1) Russian) Take a seat in the living room. Sit 
down wherever you find a space—there are a lot of people 
staying here right now. 





The women step over two mattresses. There are suitcases 
and clothes all over the place. 


OSSIP (/1 Russian) Would you like some coffee? 


MINA (1/77 Russian) No, thank you, Ossia. We haven't got 
time. 
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OSSIP (/1) Russian) And the young lady? 


MINA (/7) Russian) This is Daiga, my little niece. She just 
arrived from Vilnius. 


OSSIP (/1) Russian) Delighted. Are you on holiday? 


MINA (/77 Russian) On holiday! She's like everybody else, 
vou idiot, she wants to stay here. Ossia, can you put her up, 
you dear? 


OSSIP (/1) Russian) Mina, that’s not possible. I've had that 
Bulgarian dancer here for three months now. He’s not very 
good but I can't let him down. Then there’s the Romanian 
woman and her daughter—see, they sleep right here. No, 
really, | can’t. The only place left is in my bed and we can't 
have this voung lady sleeping with a dirty old man like me, 
can we? I'd like to help you but I can’t. 


MINA (/7) Russian) The kid turned up with just ten francs 
in her pocket and she can’t speak a word of French. 


OSSIP (/1) Russian) She's got her hands, she can always 
do housework. You speak Russian, | can find classes to give. 
It's not easy. There are so many people from the old country 
in Paris now. 


Daiva takes out a cigarette. 


OSSIP (/1) Russian) Young lady, please smoke outside. | 
can't stand it in here. 


MINA (/72) Russian) Go on, dear, I'll be right there. 
$ 


Daiva goes out. She lights her cigarette and goes down the stairs. 


rf 
as 


She stops on the third floor. The janitor of the building 
and the pathologist are blocking her path. The door lead- 
ing, unto the landing is still open and we can see the dark 
interior of the apartment. Unitormed cops come out car- 
rying a stretcher holding a body wrapped in plastic. On 
the staircase leading down to the ground floor, about 
lifteen people, holding handkerchiets over their noses, 
are lined up against the wall. 


COP Stand aside, there . . . Please, you're in the way. 
CLEANING WOMAN (70 aiyore who wants lo hear) 


It was the smell... | called the police . . . It had been a week 
since I saw the poor woman . . . There are flies in there. 


The inquisitive neighbors back away to the ground floor 
courtyard. The cops carry out the stretcher. Daiga slips 
behind them. A plainclothes inspector follows ber. 


) 

Zb. 

Daiga, reeling a little trom the shock, steps out into the 
harsh light of the street. The policemen put the body in 


the van. The plainclothes cop catches up with her. 


PLAINCLOTHES COP How are you doing since this 


morning? 

DAIGA | don't know. 

PLAINCLOTHES COP Well’... Is that all’ 

DAIGA 111 tired. 

PLAINCLOTHES COP \le, too... Believe me, miss, 


human beings are animals. 
Daiva looks at him without understanding. Mina appears. 


MINA (/72 Lithuanian) What's he after, is he giving you a 
hard time? 


DAIGA (1/7) Lithuanian) He's been pissing me off since this 
morning. 


Daiga and Mina walk away. They get into the old crate. At 
the wheel, Daiva thinks for a moment. 


MINA (/7: Lithuanian) Daiga, are you daydreaming? 
Daiga starts the car up. 

27. 

A gymnasium in the neighborhood. Ninon, a tall, hand- 
some, athletic-looking woman dressed in a training suit, 
is doing a demonstration for a group of elderly women in 
leotards and warm-up suits. In the middle of the tatami 
mat, Ninon takes up a position behind one of the women 
and mimes a strangulation. 

NINON Right, go on, Marthe... 

The woman tentatively executes a retaliatory maneuver. 


NINON Go ahead . . . Put everything you've got into it, free 
vour energy . .. 


MARTHE I'1n going to hurt you. 
NINON Don't worry about that, hit home. 


Al the rear of the gym, we can see Mina and Daiga sitting 


on a bench, watching. 


MINA (/7 Lithuanian) They're learning self-defense. 
Things are terrible in France right now, they're killing old 
women. 


Ninon and Marthe get ready to do the demonstration again. 
The older ladies surround them: gigeling can be heard. 


NINON You're all going to take your turn, this is no 
laughing matter. (Ninon puts both her hands on Marthe’s 
throat) Okay? Let’s go. (Ninon stares Marthe in the eye) Hit 
back and break free. 


Marthe stares at her without moving and starts laughing. 


MARTHE It’s silly, | can't do it, I've got the giggles. 





Ninon lakes her hands from her partners throat. 


NINON The day you find yourselves face-to-face with the 
murderer, | hope you won't start giggling like a gang of 
schoolgirls. Thank you, ladies. We'll stop there for today. I've 
had enough; none of you are concentrating enough. Don’t 
forget to stretch before you go and change. Remember to 
drink, too. Water. A lot of water. 


Having waited until the end of class, Mina and Daiga 


now walk toward Ninon, who is wearing a smart pair of 


Reebok trainers. 
NINON Mina, you're too late for the training session. 


MINA Don't talk rubbish. (7he two women kiss one another 
on the cheek) Daiga . . . This is my little niece. She just arrived 
from Lithuania. (Ninon walks over to the young woman. 
They shake hands) ook, can’t you see how much she looks 
like me... No? No, it’s true, we're nothing alike. 


NINON Welcome to Paris. My name’s Ninon ... Pm 
Mina’s Ninon. She and | are as thick as thieves. | train the 
whole 18th arrondissement: judo, karate, self-defense. | need 
to exercise all the time, keep myself in shape . . . 


MINA (70 Ninon) Don't waste your breath, she can't 
understand a word you're saying to her. (70 Daiga, in 
Lithuanian) She's saying that I'm the one who had the idea 
for the karate classes. 


The women troop off to the changing rooms. 

NINON Wait for me, | won't be long. 

Ninon disappears into the changing room. 

28. 

Back in Mina’s tiny apartment. Ninon and Mina have 
pushed all the flotsam aside and are settled down at the 
table. Vodka, slices of bread: they are just finishing off a 


can of caviar. Behind them, Daiga is lying on her aunt's 
bed, half-dozing. 


MINA In the spare room? That filthy little broom-closet? 


NINON Hey, come on. It used to be the dining room. | 
have to keep the rooms for the guests. 


MINA You've got the chance to use your hotel for some- 
thing other than making you fat for once! 


NINON You can be a real bitch at times. 


MINA It's true, though, isn’t it? Our people band together. 
We help one another. We're Slavs, it’s different. 


NINON You, you! You can’t even give her somewhere to 
sleep! ... Okay, you win, I'll give her a job at the hotel. 


Daiva opens her eves and sits up. 


DAIGA (/1: Lithuanian) Are you fighting? 


MINA Poor kitten . . . She did the whole trip in one go. 
NINON She's a sturdy girl... 


MINA (Picking up Daiga’ letter) Look, did you see the let- 
ter? Listen, | wrote: “I want my little niece whom I've never 
seen to come and kiss me before I close my eyes for the last 
time.” (Mina laughs like crazy) That always makes me cry. 


Ninon laughs. 
NINON This caviar soon fills you up. 


MINA It's very wholesome food, full of goodness. You can 
put it on your face as a beauty mask. It tightens up the tissues. 


NINON Thanks for the advice, honey. 


Someone knocks al the door. A young man, bis hair ina 
pageboy, tiptoes into the room carrying a heavy sports 
bag. He neatens bis scarf around his neck. 


DANCER Hello, ladies. Goodbye, Mina, have a good week- 
end. See you next week. 


He kisses Mina goodbye, but she doesn't turn around. 
MINA Goodbye, goodbye . . . 
The dancer disappears again. 


MINA He's something, that one. He dances. He’s learned 
Russian, he does everything Russian-style. He's even taken a 
Russian name. He calls himself “The Jumper.” I'm the one 
who found the name for him. 


29. 
Entrance to a nightclub. All around, a large number ot 
shops. Noise, passersby, cars. 


30. 

The empty nightclub. In the main room, a young man Is 
cleaning up. Camille and Muriel are sitting on stools al 
the bar, drinking whiskey. The 40-year-old man, wearing 
black gloves, and the young fair-haired man come in. 


CAMILLE Hi, Doctor. 


The doctor pushes Raphaédl, the young fair-haired man, into 
Camille’s arms. Camille wraps his legs around his friend. 
The doctor makes himself at home, steps behind the bar. 
removes bis gloves, makes himself an espresso. Camille 
takes a Virginia Slims cigarette out of bis pack. Raphael 
lights Camille's cigarette, then puts one end of the match- 
stick between his teeth and moves his face close to Camille’. 
/he West Indian nibbles the other end of it. Their lips brush. 
The doctor puts two 500-franc notes down on the bar. 
Muriel takes one of the notes, stuffs it into her purse, stands 
up. She pecks Camille on the cheek and goes oul. 


MURIEL See you! 
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31. 
In Daiga’s car. Daiga’s at the wheel, with Ninon sitting 
beside her. The streets fly past. Ninon looks at Daiga. 


NINON You'll see, Paris is wonderful in summer. 


32. 
Outside Ninon’s hotel. The women have pulled up 
across the street. They start unloading the car. 


DAIGA | can speak French a little . . . to work. 
NINON Hey, you've got a fine load of junk here! 
They take out the samovars and bags. 

DAIGA | brought everything. 

NINON ‘his crate’s a real wreck. 

Daiga looks at her. 

NINON You didn’t understand. Okay, forget it. 


x 

The hotel. Daiga and Ninon, laden down like Himalayan 
porters, step into the lobby. They dump everything in a 
pile in a corner. The samovars are lined up along the 
wall. A very old woman is at the reception desk. A couple 
of British tourists are asking for information. The old 
woman seems lost. 


NINON It's okay, Mom. Go and rest, I'll deal with them. 


The old woman walks with tiny footsteps into Ninons 
apartment, which is just bebind reception. Ninon points 
out an armchair to Daiga and pushes her into it. 


NINON (7) Daiga) Have a seat, this'll only take a minute. 
(To the tourists, in English) | could give you a very nice bed- 
room, with a bathroom. It's 350 francs per night. Is it okay? 
Will you fill out the form, please? 


ENGLISHMAN Fine. 
Ninon gives them a key. The Englishman fills out the form. 


NINON (J) English) ‘Iwenty-one. Second floor. (70 
Daiga) V'\\ be right back, okay. 


The Englishman hands the form to Ninon. Ninon sets off 


up the stairs, followed by the couple. 


Huddled in the armchair, Daiga lights a cigarette. Camille 
and Raphaél come into the hotel. Camille takes the key to 
their room from the keyboard. The two young men disap- 
pear up the stairs. Daiga drags on her cigarette. Ninon 
comes back down. 


NINON | can see you're ready to drop. Come on, chin up, 
we'll get you settled in. 


34. 

Ninon approaches and opens a door giving onto the 
lobby, and the two women carry Daiga’s things into the 
room. It’s quite big. We see tables and chairs piled up, 
boxes, laundry baskets, an ironing board, a sofa-bed . . . One 
of the windows is open onto the inner courtyard. 


NINON We'll clear up this corner; that way I'll be able to 
fold down the sofa-bed. You'll get a good night's sleep on 
that. I'll push all this rubbish aside to make a bit of room for 
you. When it comes down to it, it’s better than a room, except 
there isn’t a bathroom. It used to be the dining room. | 
stopped using it because people prefer to have breakfast in 
their rooms. Now, it’s just used as a spare room. 


Ninon busies herself. Daiga has wandered over to the 
window. On the first floor, she can see two yellow rectan- 
gles set against the approaching night. Camille, naked. 
wanders between the bedroom and the bathroom, his 
arms around the young man with fair hair. Are they 
dancing? Or maybe he’s comforting him in his arms? 


NINON Daiga, can you give me a hand with the bed? 


The young woman turns round, helps Ninon fold down 
the sofa-bed. 


NINON I'll give you sheets and a towel. For the bathroom, 
there's a shared shower upstairs. I'll show you. 


Daiva looks at her, a little lost. 


NINON [pstairs . .. the shower for washing... Oh, it's not 
going to be easy talking to you! 


35. 

The former dining room, which has become Daiga’s 
“bedroom.” The bags and the samovars are lined up 
near the laundry baskets. A desk lamp, set on a pile of 
boxes, lights up the sofa-bed, which has been made. 
Daiga has taken a shower and she’s silting on the bed. 
About twenty cartons of West cigarettes are lined up 
side by side on the sheets. Daiga takes oul an almost 
empty bottle of whiskey from a plastic bag and, drinking 
straight from the bottle, finishes it off. She now ferrets 
through her case, takes out her make-up kit, opens the 
zipper and takes a small amount of French money out of 
an envelope. Thoughtful, she feels the notes Standing 
up, she goes over to the window and leans on the sill. 
On the first floor, we can see a light behind the drawn 
curtains. The inner courtyard is deep in shadow; she 
looks up. A portion of the bluish sky is resting like a lid 
over the courtyard. Someone knocks at the door. Ninon 
comes In. 


NINON Come and have something to eat with us. Mom 
always eats early. 








36. 
The two women at the reception desk. Daiga takes oul 
her piece of paper. 


DAIGA Jelephone? 


NINON (S/ow/)) Right, about the telephone, let me explain. 
We'll buy vou a card for the phones on the street, okay? Because 
it’s expensive here at the hotel. But it’s okay for tonight. 


Ninon goes to the switchboard. Daiga gives her the piece of 


paper. Ninon dials the number: 


NINON Here... (She hands the receiver to Daiga and 
wails) No reply? ... So you know some people here? 


DAIGA | don't know . . . for work. 
NINON (|). 


Camille and Raphaél, looking gorgeous. come down the 
stairs. They walk past Ninon without a word. 


NINON Hey, you boys, how about the money for last 
month? Money doesn't grow on trees, you know! 


CAMILLE Tomorrow, ma‘am. 


NINON Okay... have a good evening and if you can’t be 
good, be careful! 


The young men go oul. Daiga goes toward the entrance. 
which leads out onto the street. She stops at the threshold. 
Ninon joins her, Camille and Raphaél walk away and 
disappear into the crowd. 


NINON They re lovely boys, lovely... 


S/: 

Daiga walks along the street. Hesitating a little, she lights 
a cigarette and then continues walking aimlessly in the 
night. People pass her by. Faces, neon lights, sidewalk 
cafés, a Chinese restaurant. Outside a hostel, African 
immigrant workers in traditional costume chat in the 
warm evening air. It's both noisy and calm at the same 
time. More bars, crowded cafés, sandwich stalls. Daiga 
goes into one of the bars. 


38. 

Daiga drinks a small cognac. Sitting at the next table, a 
solitary man looks at her intently. She stuffs the pack of 
cigarettes into her pocket, pays and leaves. 


39. 

Daiga in the street. She stops outside a cinema. She 
goes to the box office, buys a ticket and enters the dark- 
ened theater. 


40. 
The film has started. She gropes her way to the middle 


of a row. We can just about make out heads in the 
darkness and, on the screen, men and women screwing. 
The man sitting next to her puts his hand on Daiga’s 
thigh. She grabs the man’s hand and pushes it away. 
The man leans toward her slightly and starts whisper- 
ing to her. 


MAN There aren't any women here, only men... | come 
here for the smell, all these guys jerking off... Can you 
smell it? .. | get a guy or two to suck me off, or | suck them 
off. You don’t give a damn... Don't you want to leave? I'm 
hungry... [feel like a good, thick steak... Aren’t you hun- 
gry? | start the evening in a porn cinema, it’s always the 
same, then | go someplace else. | go to bars, | go out to din- 
ner, | turn up all sticky with sperm. (Daiga lets herself be 
rocked by the man’s warm, soft voice. She looks at the 


faces around her: Arabs, old men. Some of them are no 


longer looking at the screen but have turned toward 
them) Otherwise, well, | stay at home with my fish and the 
cat. What a fucking life! (7be man lifts up bis T-shirt and 
pats his belly) Go ahead . . . It's hard. Have you ever seen a 
body like this... at my age... It’s because I go easy on the 
food. The thing that surprises me the most is that I'm still 
alive... (Zhe man stands up) Come on, let's go. 


41. 

In the Lancia belonging to the man from the cinema. 
Daiga and the man are eating thick doner kebabs. The 
car drives through the streets of Paris. 


MAN | want to show you a place and then I'll take you 
home . .. Do vou like driving through Paris? ... Do you mind 
me talking to vou? The other day, this guy tried to kill me, | let 
him trv. The thing is, | felt it coming. I picked him up outside 
a nightclub—people do that a lot right now. He said he had a 
razor in his pocket. | gave him the 2,000 [ had on me. Then 
he got back into the car. He wanted to know if | was going to 
take him to the cops... (He looks at her) If you give me a 
blow job, I'll give vou 200 franes. (Daiga listens to him 
calmly) Right, Vl cut the crap, Fl take you home. 


42. 
The Lancia pulls up outside Ninon's hotel. The man takes 
a pack of cigarettes from his jacket and crumples it up. 


MAN Shit. ['m out of cigarettes. 


Daiga holds out her pack of Wests, he takes one. Daiga 
lights the man’s cigarette and gives him her pack. 


MAN Thanks. Are they any good? 
DAIGA (ood night. 


She opens the door and gets out of the Lancia. The car drives 
off. Daiga goes into the hotel. 
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43. 

Night. The public-housing complex. Theo's bedroom. 
Théo has his head buried in the pillows; he can't get to 
sleep. Behind the wall, in the next-door apartment, we hear 
moaning. A woman is crying. It lasts a long time. Theo 
bangs on the wall. The crying gets louder and louder. Theo 
listens, then, all of a sudden, throws back the sheets and 
gets up. He pulls on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. 


44, 
Now on the landing, Théo rings the neighbors’ doorbell. 
After a short while, a man comes to open the door. 


THEO |s everything okay? 

NEIGHBOR What's the matter? 

THEO Are things okay? . .. 

NEIGHBOR Jes, I'm fine, yes. What do you want? 
THEO Cut it out, okay! 

NEIGHBOR (et lost, you're asking for trouble. 
THEO Come on, then. 


Behind Théo, we see Harry moving toward him. The man 
slams the door in the West Indians face. 


45. 
Théo’s apartment. Théo comes into the bedroom with 
Harry in his arms. 


THEO Did you have a bad dream? 


The child doesn't answer. Next door, the woman starts cry- 
ing even louder than before. 


46. 

A small pizza parlor. Customers are seated at tables, 
having dinner. The doctor comes in with a tall man with 
dyed hair wearing a striped singlet. A beautiful blonde 
girl is with them. The doctor walks through the restau- 
rant and opens a door that gives onto a second room. 
The trio steps into a sort of nightclub. In the darkness 
streaked by the spotlights and strobes, we can make out 
a bar, a smoky dance floor and the confused outlines of 
the dancers. The music is muted. At the far end, 
onstage: Camille, dressed in drag and wearing a blonde 
wig, mimes to a tape. His manner is soft and provocative. 
The doctor and his friends sit at a table. Camille, mike in 
hand, leaves the stage and moves among the dancers. 
Now, the blonde girl stands up, takes a young man by 
the hips and dances frantically, like someone who has 
had too much to drink. Camille's song continues. At the 
far end, near the bar, we can see Raphaél, on his own. 
He looks at Camille, very beautiful, who glides between 


the customers before climbing back onto the stage. 
Camille sighs and gives little orgasmic squeals. In the 
shadows, behind the curtain that hides the makeshift 
“wings,” a small group of transvestites wait: Vanessa, 
Pussy Cat Classic N°4, Mistress Caroline and Sandy. 


47. 

On the roof of the public-housing complex. Night. Father 
and son, wrapped up warm, are sitting under one of the 
conduits near a chimney stack. Théo spreads out a thick 
blanket and places Harry on it. The little boy immediately 
curls up on this makeshift but comfortable mattress. 
Above them, the sky and stars. Théo and Harry look at 
the lights of the city. Up here, they can keep their heads 
above water, catch their breath, forget or overcome their 
fears. Behind them, just a few steps away, we can see 
the hole of the skylight, lit by the yellow glow of the land- 
ing. Alice peers out through the opening, with only her 
head showing. A frail outline in a tight bomber jacket, 
she comes over to them. 


ALICE | came around. . . | saw the skylight was open, | 
knew you were up here. 

Théo looks at Alice. 

ALICE It's freezing. 


She moves cautiously to the edge of the roof. We can imag- 
ine the emptiness, then the street far below. She begins to 
walk along the ledge, balancing herself. Théo stands up. 


THEO Stop that. Come back here. 

Alice squats down. 

ALICE I'm scared of falling. The drop draws me to it. 
Théo goes over to ber. 

THEO | fall every day. 

ALICE | love you, Théo. 

THEO | should kill you. 


All of a sudden, Alice lets herself fall, her hands holding 
onto the ledge. Théo rushes over, grabs her and lifts her up 
in one motion. When Alice sets foot on the roof again, Théo 
shakes her, slaps her face and, with equal vigor, holds her 
light in his arms. 


ALICE You're so stupid. 

He picks her up and carries her over to the chimney stack. 
ALICE That's clever, I’m cold now. 

She moves away from him and goes over to Harry. The 
child is asleep. She lifts an edge of the blanket covering ber 
son and snuggles up against him. Théo comes over. They 
look down at the city and its dirty, bright glow. Not too far 
away, in a dark facade, a light comes on. 





THEO The sun'll be up soon. 


The vague hum of dawn. 


48. 
Mortuary. On the ceramic tiles, the rigid body of an old 
woman, partially covered with a sheet of clear plastic. 


We hear a radio spewing out the news. 


Aman in a white hospital coat carefully cuts off a piece 
of something with a pair of scissors. In front of him, on 
the table, a saucer full of liquid, a brush and another pair 
of scissors. 


End of the radio jingles. We hear the merry voice of the 
presenter announcing a song. 


A close-up in profile: a man leaning over his microscope. 


Through the microscope: hairs enlarged 75 times. 


49, 

On the pavement outside a bar. Day is breaking. The 
doctor and his friends clamber into taxis. Camille waves 
goodbye. 


BLONDE (Ciao, Camille! Bring me your photos at the 
agency. Ciao, Rapha! 


Camille laughs. 
CAMILLE Promises, promises! 


BLONDE It’s not that easy, you know. The only way I can 
get you in anywhere is in the nude! 


The taxis drive off. 


50. 

Camille and Raphaél walk away side by side. Before 
going down into the métro, Camille stops to take a leak. 
Raphaél waits for him. Camille sings to himself, then 
joins Raphaél and puts his arm around him. The two 
young men disappear into the metro entrance. 


51: 

Public-housing complex. Théo’s landing. The neighbors 
are going out. The man locks the three locks of the rein- 
forced door just as Théo, Alice and Harry come down 
from the roof through the skylight. They pass one another. 
The neighbor's wife looks away and her husband nods a 
greeting to Théo as if nothing had happened. The eleva- 
tor door closes on the couple. 


52. 

Day. Inside a police station. A gigantic map of Paris is 
hanging on one of the walls. Some districts are dotted 
with tiny flags. A plainclothes cop trims the edges of a 


photocopy, which he pins to the wall alongside other 
photocopies: the faces of around 20 old women. A sec- 
ond cop is at the window, drinking coffee. 


53. 

One of the rooms in the hotel. In the narrow bathroom. 
Leila, the young chambermaid, finishes cleaning the 
bathtub. Daiga stands aside a little to let the young North 
African woman pass. 


LEILA (70 Daiga) After, you do the washbasin and every- 
thing. Okay? Scrub it well. Then change the sheets. You do 
this whole floor. I'm going upstairs. 


Leila leaves the room; she is barefoot. Daiga stubs out her 
cigarette in the washbasin and starts emptying the bath- 
room trashcan into a large plastic bag. We can see a folded 
newspaper lying on the bidet. On the front page, the head- 
line reads: “France Is Afraid.” Daiga throws the paper 
away and starts scrubbing the bidet with a sponge and 
cleaning fluid. 


54. 

In the first-floor corridor. Daiga pushes her cleaning cart 
along. She stops outside one of the rooms. On the door 
handle, we can see the “Do Not Disturb” sign. Without 
paying any attention to the sign, Daiga opens the door. 
She goes into the room. In the darkness, she can see the 
bed where Camille and Raphaél are sleeping in one 
another's arms. She closes the door again. 


<8 

Daiga opens up another door on the first floor and 
enters the room. The room is empty, a real mess. Looking 
a little disgusted, she removes the sheets from the double 
bed and then sits down on the mattress near the bedside 
table. She picks up the phone and dials a number. 


DAIGA (/7 Russian) Hello . . . I'd like to talk to Alex- 
andre... (She waits) Da, it’s Daiga Bartas ... How are you? . . . 
Fine, fine. Could I talk to Abel, please . . . yes, yes. . . After the 
rehearsal? ... Amandiers, Nanterre . . . just a minute, please . . . 
Can you spell it? (She tears off a piece of paper and writes) 
7, avenue Pablo Picasso . . . He’s busy, yes... During the 
break... Thank you, goodbye, thank you. 


Daiga hangs up, lies down on the unmade bed and 
switches on the TV, using the remote control. She lights a 
cigarette as she calmly watches the images on the screen. 


56. 

The first-floor corridor again. A persistent hum. Daiga is 
using the vacuum cleaner. The door to Camille's room is 
open onto the corridor. Camille helps Leila change the 
sheets. 


67 





68 


“FA 

The Bichat Hospital in Paris. The waiting room of a ward. 
Busy nurses hurry past. The patients are seated on a 
long row of chairs; among them, Camille. An intern ina 
white coat walks by, waves a greeting to Camille and 
continues on his way. Behind the glass door of one ot 
the rooms, we see a man lying on a bed hooked up to a 
drip. 


58. 

18th arrondissement. The bar in a bistro. The waiters are 
kept busy by a throng of customers. Alpha, an Alrican 
man, drinks fruit juice. At his side, Raphael drinks a cot- 
fee laced with cognac. 


ALPHA You've got to fight, hold out. Life is like a big 
wheel. There are highs and there are lows . . . Right now, 
you've reached a low but that’s going to change. The higher 
you go, the harder it hurts when you fall... You mustn't ever 
go too high, you've got to stay in the middle . . . Us Africans, 
we put up with things, we put up with a lot. We've learned 
how to, ever since we were babies. You shouldn't drink, a 
cognac here, a whiskey there . . . Alcohol’s the worst. Some 
evening, When you're down, you drink. You feel good, you 
forget and then the next day you wake up with your head in a 
vise and things are still the same, they haven't budged an 
inch. So you start drinking again to find the thing that helps 
you forget. And then you're finished! If you carry on like that, 
you'll become a drunkard, an alcoholic . . . Your wife's going 
to turn her back on you. 


RAPHAEL What wife’ 

ALPHA Well, if you're into polygamy, that’s different . . . 
When | noticed you earlier, | thought: he’s a friendly looking 
guy, he’s got a friendly face. | wanted to talk to you. | mean, | 
saw it right away and that’s not always the case. Sometimes, 
you just have to look at someone to know there's no point in 


going on. You should never show your weakness, never. 
You show too much. And then there’s God . . . 


RAPHAEL | don't believe in God. 


ALPHA \es, well, no one can help that... If you don't 
believe in God, you have to believe in yourself. 
RAPHAEL Me? There's no sense in that. I can’t believe in 
myself. 


ALPHA Well, my friend . . . Believe in me. 
RAPHAEL In you’ 


59. 

Public-housing complex. Theo's apartment. Alice comes 
in carrying some parcels. The living room is tidy; Theo 
has put away his boards and tools. He is practicing his 
viola in the bedroom: we hear strains of a romance by 


Liszt. Alice puts her bundle down. Theo joins her, the 
instrument in his hand. 

THEO Are you ready for the show with your parents? 

He sits down and looks at her. 


ALICE | bought some ice cream. 


Alice hands him a box. 


THEO What's this? 
ALICE It's for you. 


Alice takes a second box out of a bag: tiny shoes for a child. 


She hands them to Harry. Théo opens his box and takes out 
a very classy pair of shoes. He studies them. 


ALICE ‘ry them on. They're for the concert. You haven't got 
any decent ones. 


Théo puts on the shoes. He walks in them a little. We get the 
impression that he has had to curl up his toes to fit into them. 


ALICE Don't you like them? We can change them . . . 


THEO No, | like them... There are just some shoes that 
you don’t wear all day long, that’s all. 


ALICE [Do they pinch? 


THEO Not at all. I like them a lot. My feet have to get used 
to them. 


ALICE They pinch, I can tell... They're too small . .. 


THEO (He smiles) No, no, | like them, they make my feet 
look smaller. 


He takes them off. Like a madwoman, Alice scoops up the 
shoes, opens the door to the garbage chute and throws 
them into it. We hear them rumbling down the pipe. Théo 
looks at her and goes out of the kitchen. 


60. 

In the basement of the building. Theo searches through 
the household refuse in the big skip placed just below 
the mouth of the garbage disposal chute. Someone 
comes into the basement - a neighbor from the same 
floor. He puts some boxes and bags in one of the big 
bins and looks at Theo. Rumbling in the pipe: a plastic 
bag full of vegetable peelings and coffee grounds bursts 
out of the pipe and hits Theo on the elbow before shat- 
tering over the pile of refuse. Theo turns around, his new 
shoes in hand. The man nods at him and leaves. Theo 
shakes off the ashes spattered over his shoes and leaves 
in turn. 


61. 


‘ Public-housing complex. Théo's apartment. Around the 


table. End of the meal. Harry has fallen asleep on Alice's 








knees. Alice’s father empties a bottle of Bordeaux. Her 
mother strokes Harry's head. Theo slowly finishes his meal. 


MOTHER (70 Harry) Oh, pumpkin . . . You'd be better off 
in your bed. 


ALICE Leave him, he’s fine like that. 


MOTHER Really... But he'll get to bed late, that’s not 
good for him. 


FATHER Well, Théo, how’s the music going? 
THEO It's okay... 


MOTHER | don’t think Harry looks well... But with his 
skin you can’t tell if he’s pale or not. 


Alice laughs. 
FATHER Jo... You always put your foot in it. 


MOTHER (70 Alice) But he’s so skinny. He misses his 
mother. 


FATHER Théo, it’s tough when you start out... | mean, my 
wife and 1... Well, Alice and you are having a hard time of 
it. Alice is very young. Today, maybe she feels like doing 
something else, she could start studying again . . . | mean, 
she'd like to have some time for herself and she finds it tough 
not having the child with her. So we could look after him. 
That way you'd have time together, just you and her and she 
could be with him more often. 


THEO Harry stays with me. 


MOTHER But he’s Alice's son, too. You're something else! 
You haven't even got a job—not a proper job, in any case. 


The doorbell rings. Théo goes to answer it. In the half-open 
door, we see Camille's face. Everyone looks toward him. 
Camille hesitates. 


ALICE Come in, Camille. 

She stands up and goes to kiss Camille on the cheek. 
ALICE Come on, come and meet my parents. 
Camille doesn't move. 

THEO (7) Camille, in Creole) What's up? 
CAMILLE (77 Creole) | need 3,000 frances right now. 
THEO (//7: Creole) | haven't got 3,000. 

CAMILLE (/77 Creole) Have you got anything? 
THEO Hang on... 

Théo leaves the door half-open and goes into the bedroom. 
ALICE This is Camille, Théo’s little brother. 
PARENTS (Good evening. 


CAMILLE Good evening. 


ALICE (70 Camille) Come in and have something to eat. 
Do you want some ice cream? 


Théo goes out onto the landing to join his brother. 


THEO (/: Creole) I've got a thousand. 


Alice looks at Théo as he gives the money to Camille. 


THEO (17) Creole) Do you want to eat something? 
CAMILLE No, it's okay... 


Camille gives a little wave and walks away. Theo closes the 
door. 


FATHER Well, are we going to eat this ice cream? 


Alice’s father serves portions of sorbet. Théo has gone over 


lo the window. 


62. 
Below him, in the street, we see Camille walking quickly 
away. 


‘ 


65. 
Public-housing complex, Theo's apartment. Theo hut 
riedly pulls on his old trainers. 


THEO |"! be right back. 
Théo goes out. 
MOTHER What about Harry, do we take him with us? 


ALICE No way! .. . Théo wanted to take him to Martinique 
to see his grandmother. 


MOTHER A real holiday would do Harry a lot of good. 
ALICE Give me a break, Mom. 

Alice's mother suddenly has tears in her eyes. 

MOTHER Jou re so cruel. 

Alice's father puts his arm around bis wifes shoulders. She 


dries her tears. 


64. 
Night. Theo catches up with Camille in the street. 


THEO [Il come with you, | need a breath of fresh air. 


CAMILLE Okay. No problem. 
They walk quickly. 


65. 

A bar in the Moskova neighborhood of the 18th 
arrondissement. Camille and Theo are at the bar. Men. A 
young man comes in and greets Camille as he walks by. 





70 


The two brothers drink a beer without talking. Another 
young man comes into the bar, approaches Camille. 
Camille takes something out of his pocket and puts his 
hand down on the bar. The other guy nervously whispers 
something. Another guy joins in. Camille stuffs his hand 
back into his pocket. The young man picks up a bottle of 
beer and smashes it on the bar. He jabs at Camille with 
the broken glass. Camille breaks another glass and slashes 
him with it. The men in the bar surround the injured 
young man. Camille quickly leaves. Théo follows him into 
the street. 


66. 

Night. In a short dead-end alleyway. 

THEO Let me see. 

CAMILLE (He pushes him away) What the hell are you after? 
THEO You're pissing blood. 


Camille is bleeding. He takes out a handkerchief and 
soaks up the blood from his neck. 


CAMILLE It's okay. 


Camille tears off, with Théo running after him. They dis- 
appear into a metro entrance. 


67. 

Metro station. Drumming amplified by the echo in the 
tunnels. The two brothers burst onto the platform. The 
train pulls in. Théo grabs hold of Camille’s arm. The 
doors open; two people step out of the car. 


THEO Stop, wait a minute. If you want three thousand, | 
can get it for you. 


Camille looks at Théo and breaks free. We hear the signal 


for the train's departure. Théo grabs hold of bis brother. 


THEO Wait. 
CAMILLE Forget it, you're too straight. 


Camille pushes him away. theo tries to block the automatic 
doors as they close. Too late. The train starts up again. Théo 
runs along the edge of the platform. Camille is immobile 
on the other side of the door, bis hand on the window. The 
wo brothers look at one another. Camille is swallowed up 
by the tunnel. Théo is left standing on the platform. 


68. 

In the metro train. Three lone people in the near-empty 
car. Camille is standing behind the door. The train 
speeds through the Liége station without stopping. 


69. 
Metro. Reflection of Camille's face as he stands against 


the window of the car. Din of the train in motion. Out- 
side, the tunnel walls fly past. As if scrambled by the 
motion: the haggard faces of people waiting for the last 
train. 


At the front of the lead car as it tears along: a vague 
image of falling, the track, the edge of the platform. 


70. 

Public-housing complex. Theo's apartment. There are 
cups and a coffeepot on the table. Alice is sitting on the 
couch with Harry, who is sleeping with his head on her 
knees. Theo comes in. 


ALICE They've gone. 
Théo sits down next to her; he doesn't say anything. 
ALICE Do you want a coffee? 


Silence. Alice stands up and carries her sleeping son into 
his bedroom. She puts him to bed. 


Théo is sitting on the couch. Alice comes over to him, 
kneels between his thighs and rests her head on his lap. 


ALICE Please forgive me. 


Théo picks her up, takes her in his arms and sits her down 
on his knees. Alice unbuttons Théo’s shirt. Her face against 
Théo s skin. He lays her down on the couch; their foreheads 
touch. 


THEO Can you read my mind? 


Alice kisses his neck, his shoulder. 


THEO It's over, | tell you. . . | like you a lot. 

ALICE If | go, | go. 

Théo stands up gently. He takes off bis shirt. 

THEO (io. 

Théo goes into the bedroom and lakes his clothes off. 
ALICE You've got a fucking awful life. 

THEO You don’t know that. 


Alice leaves. 


71. 

Entrance to the public-housing complex, night. Alice 
comes out of the building and walks along the deserted 
Street. 


72. 

Somewhere in a nightclub: toilets, ultraviolet lighi, a long, 
packed corridor. Heads, shoulders, Alice pushing her way 
through. She smiles at people, blends into 3 group. 








Hotel, night. Camille comes into his room. Raphaél is in 
bed. Camille goes into the bathroom, takes off his blood: 
stained shirt, dampens a towel which he presses over his 
wound, then goes out of the bathroom and sits down on 
the bed. Camille remains motionless for a moment. Then 
ne stands up and goes over to the window. Below him, 
the courtyard is in darkness. A draft makes the curtain 
billow in front of Daiga’s window. 

Til 

74. 

Daiga is asleep in her bed. Nearby, the transistor radio: 
fiat music, dull crackling. 























75. 
re 
Camille's room. He goes back to sit on the edge of the bed. 


V if : 
Images of the island: 
7 (t 


Ta ee shaking in the wind above a Creole shack. 


An old West Indian woman is sitting on a bench in front 
of her house. Her purse is just at her side. She neatens 
her hat, turns her face away a little and closes her eyes, 
as if she didn’t want her photo to be taken. 


A lack child, looking serious, is sitting in a big armchair, 
wearing winter clothes and thick woolen socks in a pair 
of worn-out tennis shoes. His little hands cling to the 
arms of the chair. At his feet, a suitcase. 


ml 

A road lined with palm trees. Two black children, in 
sweaters and coats, walk straight ahead. 

sil 

The night ending. Public-housing complex, Theo's apart- 


ment. In Harry's bedroom, Théo watches his son sleep. 
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Bi, 
‘7 oi 
M or ing. An open-air market. Two long rows of stalls: fruits 
and vegetables, cheeses, jeans-sellers. In the middle of the 
crowd gathered around the stalls, Camille and Raphaél. 

ie H 

side a post office. At one of the counters, an old woman 
i pore a money order. 

“amille and Raphaél are sitting on a bench. Passersby. 
he old woman comes out of the post office. She walks 
: ong slowly. The two young men stand up and follow her 
ithout hurrying. The old woman walks ahead of them. 


# 
ss 


he entrance to a building. Camille and Raphaél have 
caught up with the old woman and push the heavy door 
eit for her, letting her go through ahead of them. 


OLD WOMAN Thank you . . . It’s heavy. 
The old woman goes inside. 


81. 

Stairwell. The old woman climbs up the stairs to the 
second floor with some difficulty. Camille and Raphael 
are at her heels. She stops outside the door to her apart- 
ment. She ferrets through her purse, looking for her 
keys. On a board hanging from the brass bell button, we 
can read: “Ring hard, I'm in bed.” She unhooks the little 
board and fiddles with her keys in the keyhole. Just as the 
door opens, she is violently pushed inside the apartment. 


82. 

In the apartment hallway, the old woman crashes onto 
the floor. The two young men close the door behind 
them. The apartment is very gloomy but we can make 
out the old woman crawling on the floor, moaning. 
Behind her, Camille hurriedly removes the belt from his 
trousers. The old woman tries to get to her feet by 
pulling herself up on a chair. She totters and turns her 
face toward the West Indian. Camille bends down over 
her and puts the belt around her neck. The old woman, 
in a desperate movement, grabs hold of his arm. Raphaél 
remains motionless in the shadows. The old woman 
chokes, lets go of Camille's arm and falls, motionless, to 
the floor. Camille rifles through the pockets of her light 
coat, empties out the contents of the purse and picks up 
some 100-franc notes. Raphaél yanks a cameo, set on a 
gold chain, from around the victim's neck. He stuffs the 
pendant into his pocket. The two now take their time 
searching the apartment: dresser, drawers, cupboards, 
kitchen furniture. The doorbell rings. They freeze. 


83. 

On the landing, on the other side of the door, a delivery 
boy in a grey smock waits with shopping bags. He rings 
again. No answer. He goes back down the stairs. 


84. 

The delivery boy leaves the building. A colleague of the 
same age is waiting for him with a caddie full of pack- 
ages. Camille and Raphaél stand in the entrance, 
watching the two delivery boys walk away. 


85. 

A tiny apartment so packed full of old furniture that 
even the upright piano is covered with photos and 
mementos. Raphaél puts a box and a bag on the table: 
mineral water, potatoes . .. Behind him, an old woman, 
wearing her hair in a bun, closes the door of the apart- 
ment and slips the safety chain into its catch above the 
lock. The cat has jumped onto the table and sniffs the 
groceries. 


71 
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OLD WOMAN WITH BUN Some things are too heavy 
for me these days . . . Sit down. You must be tired. . . It’s a 
warm day, would you like something to drink? 


Raphaél looks around without answering. The old woman 


has gone into the kitchen. She comes back with a glass of 


mint cordial in water. 

OLD WOMAN WITH BUN Are you on holiday? 
RAPHAEL No. 

OLD WOMAN WITH BUN Well, you're not unem- 


ployed, are you? Drink up... Don’t you want it? Would you 
rather have coffee? 


RAPHAEL \es. 


The old woman goes back to the kitchen. She puts some 
ground coffee in a filter and, with the same slow move- 
ments, puts a pan of water on the burner. 


OLD WOMAN WITH BUN You're a strong boy. My 
curtain rail’s fallen down, I can’t get the window open 
anymore... I’m all alone. If you can put it back up, I'll 
pay you... 


RAPHAEL Ves... | don't know... 


OLD WOMAN WITH BUN Thank you, you're very 
kind. 


Raphael backs away to the door of the apartment, silently 
removes the chain and opens the door. Camille comes in. 
The old woman with the bun is now pouring boiling water 
into the coffee filter. Camille goes to the kitchen. The old 
woman turns around. She looks at Camille. Camille raises 
his arms, placing his hands around her neck. He lightens 
his grip. Her body slides down along his legs. 


86. 
Raphaél at the window of the old-fashioned little house. 
Outside, the facades of apartment buildings, the street. 


87. 

The main auditorium of the Amandiers Theatre in Nan- 
terre. Houselights. Daiga walks toward the stage along 
the central aisle. Her hair is up and she is wearing a 
dress. On the bare stage, two actors with scripts in their 
hands. Near the table set up in the middle of the empty 
seats, Abel, the director, is talking to the lighting techni- 
cian. Alexandre, the assistant, spots Daiga, leans toward 
Abel and has a word with him. Abel turns around vaguely, 
then goes back to work. Alexandre motions to Daiga to 
wait. She sits down in the shadows. She waits. 


88. 
The theatre bar in Nanterre. A large table. Abel is having 
lunch with his crew. Daiga is standing at the bar, drinking 


Calvados. Abel beckons her over. She goes to him; Abel 
takes her hand. 


ABEL (70 Alexandre) Tell her that I can’t help her this 
season .. . She’s a talented girl. She should use the time to 
learn French—it would be really good if she spoke French. 


ALEXANDRE (/72 Russian) He remembers you well; you 
were magnificent during the course. This season we've 
dropped the project with Vilnius. We're bound to do it next 
year, though. You'll have made progress in French then— 
I'm sure you'll speak French, gifted the way you are. In any 
case, it’s wonderful that you're here. Really. 


Daiva goes back to the bar. Abel joins her. 


ABEL | remember you well, you know. It’s good you're here. 
You're going to be able to do a lot of things, I’m sure. What 
are you drinking? (He sips from ber glass) Calvados is dis- 
gusting. Everything's disgusting here. (He puts his arm 
around Daiga’s waist, feels her belly and thighs) You've 
still got lovely thighs... (70 the barman) Frank, put her 
drinks on my tab. (He places a little kiss on Daiga’s hair) 
Right, excuse me now, I've got to go... 


Abel goes back to the table. Daiga empties her glass, leaves 
the bar and steps out through the big glass doors of the 
theatre. 


89. 

Hotel. Daiga is working in Camille’s room. The bathroom 
looks like a bomb hit it. On the unmade bed, dirty laundry, 
packages from the dry cleaner’s. The wardrobe is open: 
suits and shirts hang in a jumble from their hangers. On 
the table, in a frame, a photo of Camille’s grandmother 
outside her shack. Alongside, scattered around, large- 
format photos: Camille naked, Camille with a singer, 
Camille in a tuxedo at a party. Daiga empties the ash- 
trays. Ninon comes in. 


NINON You were away a long time. Did it go well? 
DAIGA Yes, well. 

NINON Are you going to be leaving us, then? 
DAIGA (She smiles) Next year... Maybe. 

Ninon limidly moves closer to her. 


NINON You're so beautiful, Daiga .. . (She looks at ber in 
the mirror) But you look like a real scarecrow. (She touches 
Daiga’s hair and pulls it back from her forehead) \ 
smooth face is so beautiful . . . You're lucky, everything is just 
beginning for you. You can do anything. Being flat broke at 
your age doesn’t matter one bit. Later on you need money, 
cash... Everything becomes dirty. The skin, everything. 
When I was your age, I used to like to spend two or three days 
without washing, just to experience the smell of my skin, my 
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body, my hair... (7be room is now dark; Ninon switches 
on a lamp) Come on, hurry up and finish the lovers’ room. 


90. 

Night. The private room of a fashionable restaurant. A 
large round table. Sitting around it: Camille, the blonde 
from the nightclub, the doctor, Raphaél and other young 
men. Raphaél is wearing a black silk shirt. Camille has on 
a red leather jacket. Everyone is drinking coffee and 
champagne. The maitre d’hotel brings the bill. Camille 
takes a wad of bank notes from his pocket, smoothes 
the crumpled notes and pays the bill. 


91. 

The hotel. Camille’s room. The doctor is lying on his 
belly. Camille lies down on top of him. Their two heads 
touch. Raphaél is lying by their side, with his hand on 
Camille’s shoulder. 


In the bathroom. Standing in front of the washbasin, the 
doctor washes his genitals. Around his neck: the beauli- 
ful cameo on the gold chain. 


92. 

Night. The doctor walks along the hotel corridor and 
goes down the stairs. In the lobby, an outline of some- 
one smoking can be seen near the main door: it's Daiga. 


DOCTOR Everything okay? 

DAIGA Jes, fine. 

DOCTOR Are you the night watchman? 
Daiga doesn't understand. 

DOCTOR Can you give me a cigarette? 


Daiga hands him a cigarette and lights it. The doctor 
holds her hand. 


DOCTOR Your hands are cold. 
He goes oul. 
DOCTOR | hope the rest of the night goes well. 


She watches him go. The doctor gets into his Mercedes and 
waves goodbye to her. 


aS. 

A large apartment in the chic Marais district. The doctor 
arrives home. In the hall, his Sri Lankan manservant, 
half-asleep on a chair, is waiting for him. The manservant 
stands up. The doctor hands him his jacket. The Sri 
Lankan turns off the lights in the hall. The doctor goes 
into his bedroom. At the head of the bed, a reading lamp 
is on. The bed is turned down. A pair of pajamas is lying 
on the bedspread. 


94. 
Morning. The sky and the Paris rooftops. 


VOICE (Over) What is your definition of security? 


We can see part of the Paris skyline from an open win- 
dow. A man is sitting behind his desk, with a microphone 
placed in front of him. 


MAN IN SUIT Security means being in a place where 
you're safe and knowing it, or believing it at least. It means 
being reassured. Therefore, it's very subjective: who can claim 
to be safe from death? 


95. 

The intensive care unit of a hospital. The camera moves 
along a quiet corridor: a cop on duty outside an open 
door. We move into the room. The old woman from the 
post office is lying on a bed. Her scrawny body is 
hooked up to drips. She speaks with a great deal of 
difficulty to a plainclothes inspector sitting at her side. 
The camera moves in on the old woman's face; the 
inspector bends over her. The old woman murmurs, 
barely moving her lips. 


PLAINCLOTHES INSPECTOR (an you try to describe 


his clothes to me? 


OLD WOMAN Jes, sir. 


96. 

On the balcony of a public-housing complex in the sub- 
urbs, small black children horse around, laughing and 
squealing. Harry is among them. The French windows 
are open onto the living room. The radio-cassette player 
plays old hit songs. In the room, the family has gathered 
around a birthday cake placed on a large table. Harry 
comes in to join Théo, who is sitting near Fleur, his 
mother. Also present are Marguerite, the eldest daugh- 
ter, Marceline, the youngest, Germain, an uncle, relatives 
and neighbors. Marguerite is breast-feeding her baby. 
Marceline lights the candles on the cake and gathers 
together the children, who crowd around the table. The 
doorbell rings. Germain goes to open the door. Camille 
comes in, dressed in a smart suit, with Raphael at his 
side. Camille greets everybody and puts ten bottles of 
champagne on the table. He takes Fleur in his arms and 
kisses her. Camille gives his mother a large-format color 
photo, the one in which he is arm-in-arm with a woman 
singer. His mother puts the photo of her son near the 
one of Rose, the grandmother, who still lives in the West 
Indies. Fleur now blows out the candles. Marceline takes 
a photo with her Kodak Instamatic. Everyone congratu- 
lates Fleur. Camille and Germain pop the champagne 
corks and fill the glasses. Marceline cuts the cake. Mar- 
guerite holds her baby out to Camille, who takes the 
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child in his arms. The baby is passed around the room. 
Fleur dances, alone, to the music; she looks gorgeous. 
She motions to Theo, who stands up and dances with his 
mother. Camille smiles; he stands up, taps his brother 
on the shoulder and takes his place as Fleur’s partner. 
They dance tenderly; Fleur laughs. The children run with 
their slices of cake between the living room and the 
landing of the building. 


Other images of the island: 


A bunch of black children in a tall tree. Girls, boys. They 
smile at the camera. 


A teenager holds his little brother out at arm's length; 


the young child smiles as if he were hanging in tront of 


the lens. 


Fleur takes a photo of her children: Théo, Camille, Harry, 
Marceline, Marguerite and her baby. Without a word, 
Raphaél goes out onto the tiny balcony. He is whiter than 
a sheet. Théo watches Raphaél, who stares into thin air, 
leaning on the balustrade. 


97. 

Night. 18th arrondissement. Ground floor of the public- 
housing complex. Théo and Harry in the hall. The eleva- 
tor doors open. Several people step out: two men, the 
neighbor's wife and the neighbor, who is patting a big 
Alsatian dog. The woman goes with her husband and his 
friends to the car. 


98. 

Théo and his son are on the landing. The door to the 
neighbors’ apartment is ajar. Theo opens the door to his 
own apartment and pushes Harry inside. 


THEO I'l! be right back, wait here for me. 
Théo goes into the neighbors’ apartment. 


99. 

Neighbors’ apartment: corridor, living room. The remains 
of a meal, glasses. Théo goes into the bedroom; the bed 
is unmade. Above it, pinned to the wall, photos of dogs 
cut out of magazines and, in a frame, a large red crayon 
drawing of an Alsatian dog. On the bedside table: a leash 
and a collar. 


Noise in the apartment. The neighbor's wife is home. 
She spots Theo at the threshold of her bedroom. They 
look at one another. Théo walks past the woman and 
goes out. She follows him onto the landing. 


NEIGHBOR'S WIFE It doesn’t matter. 
She watches Théo go into his own apartment. 


100. 

The hotel, night. In Ninon’s apartment. At the table, 
Daiga, her hair tousled, still has her inevitable bombe: 
jacket on. Ninon wears a blue negligee, which matches 
her eyes. Her hair is brushed back; we can see her long 
legs and slippers. Ninon drinks white wine with Daiga. 


NINON I'm plastered. 


Ninon’s mother is sitting with them. In a corner of the 
room, the 1V is on with its bluish light. 


NINON Mom, go to bed, will you? No, she doesn’t want to. 
She doesn't want to miss a single second . . . (70 Daiga) You 
sure knock it back. 


Ninon laughs; Daiga, too. 


NINON It's because of my troubles with men. Do you think 
that’s funny? 


DAIGA It’s good to have trouble with men. 


NINON | don’t think about it. They still get to me, you 
know. 


DAIGA | know. 

NINON It’s the way they look at me that’s changed. 
From the TV, we hear Procul Harum’ * Whiter Shade of Pale.’ 
NINON It never stops. 

DAIGA Yes. 


Ninon starts humming the song, then sings the lyrics with 
her eyes closed. Now, Daiga sings with her. Ninon stands 
up and starts swaying gently. She takes Daiga’s hand and 
makes her dance. 


NINON It breaks my heart. 


The two women sway slowly to the music. Daiga puts her 
head on Ninon’s shoulder. Ninon sings: “.. . turn a 


whiter shade of pale.” 
Ninons mother laughs. 


In the reception area, hotel guests take their keys. A crack 
of light can be seen under Ninon’s door. The music keeps 
playing. The hotel guests go up the stairs. 


The timer switch goes off. Raphael, his face streaming with 
blood, tears down the stairs and out of the hotel. Camille 
appears at the top of the staircase. 


101. 

Day. In Daiga’s car. A young man is at the wheel, Daiga is 
at his side. In the backseat, Ossip, the Russian. The car is 
in motion. 


YOUNG MAN Are you selling the radio with it? 





OSSIP (/7 Russian) He wants to know if you're selling the 
radio with it. 


DAIGA (/7) Russian) Like shit | am, or maybe he wants to 
fuck me, too? 


OSSIP (/1 French) No, | don’t think so. It’s a family heir- 
loom. 


YOUNG MAN Js that noise normal... ? 
OSSIP (/7 French) What noise? 


YOUNG MAN It's coming from the dashboard, when I 
slow down. Can't you hear it? 


OSSIP (/n Russian) He says there's a strange noise. 


DAIGA (/n Russian) Tell him I'm selling the lot—the 
noise, the cigarette lighter, everything. 


OSSIP (/1 French) My friend says it’s the oil can banging 
in the trunk. 


YOUNG MAN Well, | think it's coming from in front. 
Look, when I put my hand here, it stops. 


DAIGA (/1 Russian) Does he want it or not? 


OSSIP (/7: Russian) He's a collector, Daiga . . . He loves this 
kind of shit. (2 French, to the young man) | think this young 
lady would be delighted if you made your mind up fairly 
quickly; there are a lot of other people on the waiting list. 


The young man is now struggling with the stick shift. 
YOUNG MAN Second gear keeps slipping. 


OSSIP (/ Russian) He says that something is slipping, | 
don’t know what, I don’t understand a thing. I think he’s say- 
ing it doesn’t work right. 


Boulevard Ney. A red light. Daiga spots Abel up ahead, at 
the wheel of a convertible. 


OSSIP (/n French) No, it can’t be slipping. 


Daiga gets out of the car, walks around to the driver’ 
side, opens the door and shoves the young man over into 
the passenger seat, taking the wheel. When the light turns 
green, Daiva speeds off, trying to catch up with Abel's con- 
vertible. 


OSSIP (/1 Russian) What are you doing? 

Daiva slaloms dangerously through the traffic. 
DAIGA (/7: Russian) I'm not selling it anymore. 
OSSIP (/1 Russian) After all the trouble I've gone to! 
DAIGA (/1 Russian) The car isn’t exactly mine. 
OSSIP (/1 Russian) You stole it? 


Daiga tears after Abel's car, veering in and out of traffic. 


YOUNG MAN Look out on the right! 

DAIGA What right? 

Daiga speeds along like crazy. 

DAIGA (/n Russian) This car runs perfectly well. 


OSSIP (/n Russian) If you want to drive this fast, I'm get- 
ting out. 

Daiga is now rapidly approaching Abel’s convertible, about 
to hit his rear bumper. The young man ts deathly pale. 
YOUNG MAN Are you out of your mind or what?! 


Instead of braking, Daiga deliberately slams into the rear 
of the convertible. Under the shock of the contact, Abel 
turns round. Daiga backs up, tearing Abel's rear bumper 
away with her. The young man tries to grab the steering 
wheel back from Daiga. 


DAIGA (J Russian) Let go of the wheel, this is my car. 


Daiva, determined, pushes the young man away. He stiffens 
and tries to protect himself. 


OSSIP Daiga! 


Daiga smashes into the rear of the convertible three more 
times. Smoke starts pouring from the engine of her own 
car. Suddenly, Daiga turns off the engine and lets go of 
the wheel. 


YOUNG MAN are you trying to get us killed? 


The young man, dazed, gets out of the car and goes over 
fo Abel. 


102. 

On the site of the smashup. A crowd has gathered. 
Mass of traffic. Horns. A police patrol car is parked 
behind the damaged cars. Insurance statements are 
being filled out. 


FIRST COP (70 Abel) So you rammed into the car. You 
were reversing, is that right? 
ABEL That's it. 


YOUNG MAN Look, I’m sorry, but that’s not what hap- 
pened at all! She deliberately drove into this gentleman's 
car. 


FIRST COP Hold on, you're saying she did it deliberately? 
YOUNG MAN She was out of her mind. 

DAIGA (/1: French) | did it. 

OSSIP (/n Russian) You'd better keep your mouth shut. 
SECOND COP Excuse me.. .? 

OSSIP (/7 French) Nothing. 
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ABEL In any case, | won't press charges. 
The young man angrily storms away. 
FIRST COP (70 Abel) Are you sure? 


Abel picks up bis bumper and slips it onto the backseat of 


his convertible. 


ABEL Absolutely. | take full responsibility for the incident. 
It’s all my fault... (70 the cop) Can 1 go now? 


FIRST COP | suppose so. You won't change your mind, 
will you? 


ABEL Goodbye, miss. (He shakes Daiga’s hand) Once again, 
I'm sorry. 


Abel gets into his car and drives off. The first cop calls a 
repair truck on bis walkie-talkie. 


SECOND COP (7) Daiga and Ossip) Follow us. We have 
to check your papers, this could be serious. 


DAIGA (Jn French. to the cops) What about my car? 
FIRST COP We'll take care of it. 


Daiva and Ossip get into the cops’ car, which drives off. 


103. 

Afternoon. Public-housing complex. Théo’s living room. 
A young man whom we saw at the birthday party is sit- 
ting on the couch. A folded shirt, socks, trousers and the 
new shoes are lying neatly near him. Théo wipes the 
bow of the viola with a rag, strums the strings and puts 
the instrument back in its case, which he closes after 
checking to make sure he has everything. Now, he puts 
on his socks and the new shoes and carefully slips the 
ironed trousers and shirt into a bag. Theo picks up Harry 
and kisses him. 


THEO See you. 
/héo puts the child down near the young man. 
THEO (70 the young man) See you later, Ti moun. 


He goes oul, taking the viola case and the bag with him. 


104. 

End of the day. The offices of a police station in the 18th 
arrondissement. Through the glass door of one of the 
offices, we can see Mina and Ossip talking to an inspec- 
tor, who is sitting behind his typewriter. Daiga is hanging 
out in the waiting room. On the walls, there are boards 
covered with posters: “Join the police” circulars, an ad 
for a police holiday camp, and the Identikit portrait of the 
“Killers of Old Women”: the faces of a black man and a 
white man. Daiga lights a cigarette, her eyes glued to the 
identikit portrait. Stifling heat. Through the half-open 


door of the reception area, we can just about make out 
the street. 


105. 

Hotel reception area. Ninon’s mother is behind the desk. 
The door to the apartment is open. Mina has joined 
Ninon. Daiga hangs behind with Ossip. 


MINA And then on top of that, you have to fill out papers, 
sign them, and then they ask to see your visa. . . As if you'd 
done something wrong . . . | told them that in our country, 
when you fall, you get back up again. “Wanke Stanke,” get 
up and go. 


NINON What are you talking about, get up and go? 


Ossip looks a little lost. Daiga, leaning against the wall, 
lights a cigarette. We see a paper taped there: “For sale: 
antique icon—Three samovars, like new (in working 
order)—Two beautiful hand-embroidered tablecloth;x— 
Young woman gives Russian lessons.” Camille and 
Raphaél slumped in armchairs in the lobby. Camille is 
sprawled out in bis tuxedo. Raphaél, unshaven, his face 
swollen, is sitting at his side. Daiga casts sidelong glances 
al the two young men. 





OSSIP (/n Russian) Oh, Jesus, those two can go on for 
hours! (7o Daiga) Well, if nobody needs me anymore, I’m 
going. 

Ossip gives Daiga’s shoulder a friendly squeeze and starts 
oul. Daiva goes with him to the door. 

NINON (1.0.) She'll find work. | work, don't I? I've 
never taken a day's vacation in my life. Why don’t you help 
her? 

MINA (1/0.) You call that working! 


NINON /1/0.) With all the money you've got stashed away, 
you could help her if you wanted to, you old miser! 


MINA (10.) Come on, are you giving her your broom-closet 
for free? 


Daiva has gone to the entrance to smoke. German tourists 
come in with their cases. Camille stands up; Raphaél doesn t 
move. Camille goes out of the hotel. 


106. 
Daiga walks along the street, Camille ahead of her. 


107. 

Camille is still walking. Daiga follows him at a reasonable 
distance. When the West Indian crosses the street, Daiga 
follows suit. 


Camille turns around and spots the young woman. He 
goes into the first bar he sees. 








108. 

Camille is at the bar; he orders a whiskey. The barman 
serves him. Daiga comes over to the bar. Camille, seen 
from behind, drinks his whiskey. 


DAIGA 4 coffee, please. 


The barman puts the cup down in front of Daiga. Camille 
pushes the sugar bowl toward the young woman and 
turns around. He looks at her and then smiles. Daiga 
lakes the sugar. 


DAIGA Thank you. 


Now Camille takes out a bank note. He motions to the bar- 
tender that he’s paying for the two drinks. Camille gathers 
up bis change, preparing to leave. 


CAMILLE (70 Daiea) See you around. 


Camille goes out of the café. Daiga watches him go. 


109. 

Night. The New Morning jazz venue. A West Indian 
group is playing a traditional tune. The spotlights shine 
down on the singer with his banjo, the accordionist, and 
Théo playing the viola. The audience is sitting at tables, 
drinking. There are a few dancers on the floor. Camille 
stands among the people at the bar and watches his 
brother. White hair in the light: an old black couple 
dance the beguine with a lot of style, as if speaking in a 
secret code to one another. Théo spots Camille. 


110. 

Night. The narrow street. The air is filled with soft, rhyth- 
mical music from the Caribbean. Camille walks along 
calmly. Two men walk past him, staring at him as they 
do. One of them turns around to look again at Camille, 
who waits at the taxi stand. The two men retrace their 
steps and call out to Camille. 


PLAINCLOTHES COP (an | see your ID? 

Camille doesn't say a thing. 

PLAINCLOTHES COP Have you got your ID papers? 
CAMILLE Not on me. 

PLAINCLOTHES COP That's bad... 

SECOND PLAINCLOTHES COP Right, follow us. 
The two inspectors lead Camille away, then force him into 


an unmarked police car. The vehicle sets off: 


111. 

Hotel corridor. Daiga approaches Camille's room, then 
opens the door. She gropes her way to the bedside table 
and turns on the lamp, draped with a T-shirt. In the dim 


light, she ransacks the room, searching the bed, the 
dresser, looking underneath both. She opens drawers, 
rifles through bags, clothing .. . Stopping for a second, 
she enters the bathroom. Towels are strewn everywhere; 
a supermarket bag full of dirty laundry is laying on the 
floor. She reaches in, feels around and finally pulls out a 
small plastic bag: it contains a bunch of loose bank 
notes. Quickly removing the money, she shoves the 
empty plastic bag back into the laundry bag, then stutts 
the bills into her jacket pockets. She switches off the 
lights and leaves. 


112. 
In the car. Camille between the two men. 


PLAINCLOTHES COP What's your name? 
CAMILLE Camille Moisson. .. 

COP Camille, that’s a girl's name. Camille Moisson. . . 
Camille rolls up his sleeves and shows them his forearms. 
CAMILLE |'n clean. 

The cops don't say anything. 

113. 

In Daiga’s “room,” illuminated by a small lamp. Daiga 
collects her clothes, her make-up kit and a few other 
items, cramming everything into a large bag. She exits 


the room with the bag, walks through the lobby and 
leaves the hotel, proceeding into the night. 


114. 

Night. Public-housing complex. Theo's apartment. In the 
living room, the young cousin babysitting Harry is watch 
ing TV. Alice comes in, carrying an empty travel bag. She 
kisses the young man on both cheeks. 

ALICE Hi, Ti moun. 

The young man stands up. 

YOUNG MAN Hello. 

ALICE Everything okay? 

YOUNG MAN Seal, | guess so. 

ALICE I've come to fetch Harry. 


Alice goes into her son's room. She takes him in her arms 
and kisses him. The young man appears in the doorway 
fo the room. 


ALICE (7) Harry) Come on, my love, come on. 
YOUNG MAN Théo didn't say that—he didn't tell me 


you were coming by. 


Alice dresses Harry, who is half-asleep. 
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ALICE Thiit’s okay. 

YOUNG MAN Whit do I tell Theo? Do T wait here for him? 
ALICE \es, wait for him. Tell him Tneed Harry, that’s all. 
YOUNG MAN Thico doesn't know? 

ALICE Evervthing’s okay. 


Alice puts Harry down on the bed: he falls asleep again. 


She stuffs his tiny clothes into her bag. She picks Harry up 
avain and carries bim out. 


ALICE (7/0) (he young man) Wait tor Theo, Ti moun. 


115. 

Night. The big bar-cum-tobacconist's. Harry is sitting on 
his mother’s knees, drinking lemonade. The travel bag 
lies open on a chair. 


116. 

Night. Elsewhere in Paris. A one-room apartment in a 
newer building. Alice enters with Harry. Simon, a 25- 
year-old man, takes her in his arms. 


ALICE | can't talk, | can't. 


117. 
Night. Street. Alice is making a call on a card-phone. 


ALICE Theo. Theo... 


Alice cries. hangs up. She leaves the booth and sets off up 


the street. 


118. 
Simon is waiting for Alice outside the entrance to his 
building. 


SIMON | didn't know if vou were coming back . . . 


ALICE Why did vou leave Harry on his own? 


SIMON Surely vou don't think something's going to hap- 
pen to him? 


ALICE | can't rely on you... 


Ihey go inside. Alice runs up the stairs, tivo by tio. Simon 
follows her. 


SIMON Jou ve got some nerve. You turn up here with your 
son and on top of it all] get velled at! 


119. ; 

The New Morning, after the gig. Musicians, instruments, 
bags, clothes - there’s hardly room to move in the 
dressing room. Théo takes his shoes off, removes his 
socks and massages his suffering feet. 


SINGER (/1) Crvole) Looks like you borrowed your son’s 
shoes tonight. 


Théo puts his shoes back on without bis socks. 


120. 

Main room of the club. The barman empties ashtrays, 
cleans the tables. Some members of the audience are 
still hanging out in the smoky room. Theo comes out of 
the dressing room with his bag and instrument. The bar- 
man hands him an envelope. 


BARMAN From a tall guy, looked a lot like you. 
THEO Ile’s my brother. 


Théo glances inside the envelope and finds five 200-franc 
notes. The other musicians join Théo. They have a beer 
fovether at the bar. A black girl joins the group. 


12 
Night. In the street. 


ONE OF THE MUSICIANS Coming to eat with us, 
Théo? 

THEO With my feet in this state, | may be better off going 
home. 

The guys laugh. They split up. The black girl stays with 
Théo. They walk along, side by side. 

BLACK GIRL Want to go for a drink? 

THEO Not tonight... Pl call you. 


Théo kisses the girl goodbye and limps away with bis 
viola case across his chest. He stops at the edge of the pave- 
ment. A taxi drives past. he hails it. Theo gets into the 
lant. 


122: 
Morning. Simon's apartment. Alice makes a phone call. 


SIMON Js he there? 


Alice dials the number again. She lets the phone ring a 


long lime. 


ALICE [in going back. 


123. 

In the metro. The train pulls into the station. Some pas- 
sengers leave, others enter. Alice sits in the first car with 
Harry, her travel bag at her feet. The car is almost empty. 
The train leaves the station, entering the tunnel. A train 
meets theirs, coming in the opposite direction. Its driver, 
leaning out of the window, motions to his colleague to 
slow down. 





DRIVER Stop! There's something on the tracks; it looks like 
a body! 


Alice’ train brakes all of a sudden, startling the passen- 
gers. The train stops. The lights go out and then come back 
on again. The passengers look at one another, a little 
shocked. Waiting. Alice holds Harry tightly in her arms. 
After a while, we hear an announcement over the loud- 
speaker: a “technical problem.” The passengers are asked 
to leave the cars by the emergency ladders. When its Alice s 
turn to get out, she leans forward and looks toward the 
front of the train. She sees the driver and a security guard 
sweeping the track with their flashlights. A shape can be 


made out lying across the tracks. In the crossed beams of 


the flashlights, Alice thinks that she can just about recognize 
some shoes and black skin. She puts Harry down. 


ALICE Don't move. 


Alice moves toward the tunnel entrance. She tries to get a 


better look at the battered body lying on the track. One of 


the métro attendants stops ber from going any further. 
METRO ATTENDANT Don't stand there, please. 


Alice takes Harry in her arms and jostles the other passen- 
gers. They all look disturbed by what has happened. Alice 
rushes toward the exit. 


124. 
Alice runs along a boulevard with her son in her arms. 


125. 

Public-housing complex. Top-floor landing. Alice goes into 
the apartment. No sign of Théo. She leaves Harry in the 
living room and goes back out without closing the door. 


126. 
Alice comes down from the skylight. The neighbor has 
opened his door. 


NEIGHBOR The cops came to your place this morning. He 
went with them. 


ALICE [Do you know where they've taken him? 
NEIGHBOR \o. 


Alice, distraught, goes into her apartment. She sits down 
near Harry in the kitchen. 


127. 

The public-housing complex kitchen. Alice gives Harry 
something to eat, then she goes over to the window. 
Standing there, she keeps vigil. 


128. 
Police headquarters in Paris. The offices of the Criminal 


Brigade. In a windowless room, the cop who arrested 
Camille rereads his statement out loud. A long litany of 
the names and addresses of the murdered old women: 
around 20 names are reeled off. 


PLAINCLOTHES COP 17, rue Pajol, 18th arrondisse- 
ment, Andrée Seguin, 7/5/90. 


CAMILLE Jes. 
PLAINCLOTHES COP 13, rue Guy-Mocquet, 17th 


arrondissement, Josepha Calderon, 30/1/91. 
CAMILLE Jes. 


PLAINCLOTHES COP 2. square Leibniz, Colette Lan- 
don, 11/6/91. 


CAMILLE | don't know. 
PLAINCLOTHES COP \es... It was you. 
CAMILLE |'m «in easygoing guy, no one wants to suffer. 


The world’s gone crazy. 

PLAINCLOTHES COP !'!! vo on. 17, rue Norvins, 
Hélene Raquin, 26/2/90. 

CAMILLE Jes. 

PLAINCLOTHES COP 30). avenue Trudaine, 9th 
arrondissement, Marthe Frémieux, 4/4/92. 

CAMILLE Jes. 

PLAINCLOTHES COP 6], rue de |’Acqueduc, 10th 
arrondissement, Sarah Langmann, 9/11/91. 

CAMILLE \es. 

PLAINCLOTHES COP |, rue Rodier, 9th arrondisse- 
ment, Marie Laval, 6/8/92. . . 

CAMILLE \es. 


PLAINCLOTHES COP 2. rue du Ruisseau, 18th 
arrondissement, Jeanne Couturier, 20/9/91. 

CAMILLE Jes. 

PLAINCLOTHES COP 15. boulevard de Clichy, [Sth 
arrondissement, Douce Lacaze, 22/3/92. 

CAMILLE \es. 

PLAINCLOTHES COP Jhiat’s the lot. 


The cop files away the statement. A second officer hands 
Camille a plastic cup filled with coffee. In another room, 
Théo, Fleur. her husband and his eldest sister are sitting 
on chairs against a wall. A West Indian cop in uniform is 
sitting opposite them. 


WEST INDIAN COP [! hie was my brother... | don’t 


know, you notice things . . . 


THEO My brother's a stranger to me, just like you. 
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One of the police officers comes to fetch Camille's mother. She 
steps into an office with the cop. In the office, the mother, sit 
tine alone, waits. The rear door opens and we see Camille 
appear, handcuffed. with police officers on either side of him. 
FLEUR (/7 Creole) | should have killed you the day | 
brought you into this world. 

Camille steps toward her 

FLEUR (/1 Creole) You've killed me, too! 

Camille spreads his chained hands. 

CAMILLE (/7) Creole) Don't shout. 


FLEUR (/1 Creole) Why did | ever give birth to you, you 
filthy shit! 


CAMILLE (/77 Creole) Please, Mom, take my suits, bring 
me my clothes. 


The cops open a side door and push Camille into the corri- 
dor. Fleur throws herself at her son, grabs hold of him, lifts 
herself up to his face and kisses him on the lips. 


FLEUR (7 Creole) You were my big boy, the kindest one of 
|| oe 
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Théo is standing in the corridor. Camille moves forward 
with the cops. Théo stands aside a little; his brother 
smiles at him. Camille and the cops disappear behind a 
glass door. Théo takes the stairs down to the exit. 


Théo walks across the courtyard of police headquarters. 
Some cops are helping Raphael down trom a van. A 
West Indian walks past Théo. Théo continues. The man 
calls to Théo. 


FATHER Son... 


The man looks at Théo and walks toward him. 


FATHER You re off... What do you expect, we're all over 
the place, we never see one another, that’s all. Have you got a 
son now? 


THEO Jes. 

FATHER | ve just had another one... We bought a house . .. 
Ihéo shakes his hand and walks away. 

130. 


Théo, sitting on the edge of a pavement, takes off his 
shoes and looks at his bare feet. Passersby. Paris . . . 


131. 
End credits. Daiga, a cigarette dangling from her mouth, 
drives the old crate out of Paris. 


THE END 


[| Can't Sleep (J'ai pas sommell) 
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Writing and 
Directing 
I cant Sleep 


A Talk with Claire Denis 





UATLUBY [Ned 


Claire Denis was born in Paris and raised in West Africa. 
When she was 14, her father, part of the French Colonial 
government in Cameroon, sent her to live with her 
grandfather in Sceaux, a suburb of Paris. After attending 
lycée, Denis became a student at IDHEC, the French 
School of Cinema in Paris, from which she graduated in 
1972. While making a series of short films, “Chroniques 
de France,” she started doing film production work, cul- 
minating in her role as first assistant director to Dusan 
Makavejev (Sweet Movie), Costi Costa-Gavras (Hanna K), 
Jim Jarmusch (Down By Law) and Wim Wenders (Paris, 
Texas, Wings of Desire). 

Denis’s first feature film, Chocolat, was released in 
1988, and was a featured selection in the Director's Fort- 
night at the 1988 Cannes Film Festival. Her other fea- 
tures include No Fear, No Die [S'en fout la mort] (1990), 
and Nénette et Boni (1996), which won the Golden 
Leopard Award for best film at the 1996 Locarno Film 
Festival. / Can't Sleep [J'ai pas sommeil] was released in 
1993, and was selected for competition at that year’s 
Cannes Film Festival. Denis has also directed a number 
of documentaries, including Man No Run (1989) and 
Jacques Rivette, Le Veilleur (1989), as well as the short 
films Keep It for Yourself (1991), Ni une, ni deux (1991), 
La robe 4 cerceaux (1992) and Nice, Very Nice (1995). 
She also co-wrote (with Anne Wiazemsky) and directed 
U.S. Go Home, a segment in the “All the Boys and Girls 
in their Time” series for French television. Denis, who 
lives in Paris, is in preproduction on her next film. 

Jean-Pdl Fargeau [co-writer] was born in 1950 in Mar- 
seilles, where he currently lives. He has co-written all of 
Denis’s feature films, and is also a piaywright, whose 
works for theater include: Hdtel de l'homme sauvage; 
Ici-bas; Wilhelm Meister; Brile, riviére, brile; Biaboya 
alors? and Tirano Banderas. Fargeau recently co-wrote 
Pola with director Léos Carax. 

The version of / Can’t Sleep published here was com- 
pleted by Denis and Fargeau in February 1993, and 
translated from the French by lan Burley. The original 
screenplay was 101 pages long. 


How did you come to consider the Paulin murder case, 
upon which this film is based, as a possible film subject? 


Different ways. When he was arrested, in '87, | wasn’t actually in 
Paris—I was in Cameroon, finishing Chocolat—so | wasn't 
really that familiar with the case. | heard about these granny 
murders in Paris, but not any specifics. It was only when I'd 
come back, in January, that I heard more about it. And then, a 
year after that, Paulin died in jail. But at first I didn’t have more 
interest in it than anyone else did. 

Then, in °92, a production company approached me to work 
on a project they had put together based on a true story. After a 
while, I decided I didn’t like the story very much, so they said to 
me, “What would you be interested in doing that’s based on a 





- true story? We like true stories.” I said, “Okay, although | don’t 
know that much about it, I'd consider doing something based 

on the Paulin murder case.” I wasn’t sure I could make a film 
out of it at that point, so | asked them to give me a month to do 
some research on the case. So that’s what I did, on my own with 
one intern: talked to lawyers, that kind of thing. After a month, | 
told them I thought it could work. They were kind of interested, 
but not so much so. In the meantime, I started working on the 
script with Jean-P6l Fargeau. After a while, they tried to offer me 
another movie, saying I could do this one after it was finished. 
So I said, “Well, it seems to me that you don’t have a strong 
belief in this project; maybe it would be better if 1 go away and 
do it on my own.” And then Olivier Assayas //rma Vep] intro- 
duced me to Bruno Pesery, who was very interested, and Bruno 
actually ended up producing it. 


Jean-Pél Fargeau has co-written most of your other films, 
from your first, Chocolat, fo the most recent, Nénette et Boni. 
How do you two work together? 


- Actually, we have a funny way of working. We basically live 
together while we're writing. We work from morning to late 
~ evening. I like this a lot. 


You said in a recent interview that you're not very good at 
writing dialogue. Do you deal more with directions, and leave 
that to him? 


It depends. Some people | know, they start with dialogue. Jean- 
P6l and | do exactly the opposite: we start with atmosphere, 
ambience. Very often we begin with a 10-page treatment. Some- 
times we know one of the actors; sometimes we know what 
music we'll be using. So we gather a lot of little details before we 
actually write scenes. Then we do summaries of scenes, then add 
dialogue. Sometimes I work on one scene while he works on 
another—it depends. Sometimes he'll tell me, “Look, I have an 
idea for that scene; can I try it first?” And I'll say, “Okay, let me 
work on something else while you're doing that.” But we also 
work together on things sometimes: acting dialogue out. We 
have a lot of fun, actually, even when I’m depressed: “This is no 
good, why are we doing this?” It’s really good to write with Jean- 
P6l, because sometimes, when I’m working alone, I can reach a 
state of real desperation. With Jean-P6l, he’s familiar with my 
tendency to be very pessimistic, and I know his tendency to be 
very optimistic, so we have a good balance. 


Could you talk a bit more about research? How closely did 
you follow Paulin’ life? 


| did the research, told most of it to Jean-P6l, then I forgot all 
about it. | had in mind, always, since the very beginning, that it 
would feature a girl from “nowhere,” and that it would start on 
the highway outside Paris at dawn. I don’t know why—it was 
absolutely clear in my mind, like a painting. There was even a 
song | had in mind. And then, of course, with Jean-P6l, | had to 
figure out what to do with this girl, now that I was beginning 
the film. 


| had this weird idea that the film should be structured like a 
game, because Paris, you know, is shaped like this French game 
called “le jeu de l’oie” /the game of the goose]. “Le jeu de 
oie” is in the form of a spiral, and the last space in the center 
of the board is jail, which is where you end up if you don’t roll 
the right number on the dice. So I thought, maybe she will look 
for a place to stay, and that will set the game in motion, you 
know? And maybe where she stops is where this guy—the 
Paulin character—lives. The other thing | knew—and this 
came from the facts of the case—was that he had a mother and 
a sister, and I really wanted that family element in the film; it 
was very important. By law I was obliged to transform some 
details. So instead of his having a sister, | decided to give him a 
brother instead. He would be the really good guy—the perfect 
guy, with the job, trying hard to succeed in life—opposed to the 
brother. But I also somehow knew that the good brother would 
seem very violent, and the “bad” brother would somehow be 
gentler. This, also, came to my mind very quickly. Then we had 
to build this thing. 


Speaking of family, were you always interested in delving 
into the Russian and Lithuanian émigré community— 
Daiga’s Aunt Mina and ber friends—in Paris? 


No. The girl coming out of nowhere was originally going to be 
from Spain. | started working on that with Jean-P6l. Then I met 
this actress, Katerina Golubova, and I wanted to use her for this 
part, so we changed her background to Russian. 


Could you talk about constructing the character of Daiga a 
little bit? 


Well, | wanted this “outsider” character to be like me, knowing 
nothing about the case. As I said, the first idea was for her to be 
either an Italian or a Spaniard who would drive into Paris. | 
wanted her to drive there so she would carry all of her stuff with 
her. The first version of the script was written with a Spanish 
character. Then | saw a film in Berlin directed by Sharunas Bar- 
tas with Katia /Koridorius/, and | fell in love with the film, the 
director, and her. I was shocked, and went back to France and 
said to Jean-P6l, “We're going to have to rewrite for her.” Then | 
went to Lithuania to meet with her, and liked her even more, 
and convinced the producer to change everything for her. 

The difficult thing was that she couldn’t speak a word of 
French or English; and I couldn't speak a word of Lithuanian. At 
the beginning, I didn’t know how to direct her, because she 
refused to have a translator. She said, “I want to be in contact 
with you and nobody else.” She told me she would always 
understand me, just by using gestures and eye contact. 


Was there actually a doctor who consorted with Paulin and 
his lover, or was that an invention on your part? 


Before we started working on the script, when I was on my own 
doing research, | met a lawyer. Not Paulin’s lawyer—I couldn't 
meet with him because, although Paulin had died, his friend 
had not yet been tried for the crime. Along those lines, I couldn't 


talk to the arresting officers, either. But many people gave me 
the name of this lawyer who had represented Paulin earlier in a 
small case concerning drugs, and I really wanted to meet him. 
To my surprise, it was very easy. He was this well-off guy, living 
in a hotel particulier in Paris, who had just come back from 
Morocco. It became obvious as we talked that he’d known him 
very, very well—he was not discreet about it at all. He made it 
clear that he’d taken him to parties, helped him in various ways, 
that kind of thing. It was weird, because at the very beginning 
he was like, “Oh, I hardly remember him,” and then by the end, 
every time I was getting ready to leave, he'd say, “Oh, wait, stay, | 
have one other story.” 

At the end of our discussion, he said, “You know what? I'd 
like to work on the script with you.” I couldn't believe it. I said, 
“Oh, no, no...” Then I got nervous that he might try to sue me 
for using facts from his story, so I went to another lawyer, who 
reassured me that there was no problem. Anyway, he kept calling 
me, wanting to “help” with the movie. He was very open. 


So the doctor character came from this lawyer? 


Well, in the newspaper accounts at the time, there were always 
rumblings that there were not two but three murderers, although 
it was never proven. And the lawyer kept telling me, “Paulin was 
not a born killer—there was some kind of sexual thing in 
killing someone together with someone else, like a ritual.” This 
kind of stuff. So I had a fantasy of him as the third accomplice— 
just for fun on my part—but I made him a doctor instead. And 
then also, because having three characters made the film much 
longer, that part was reduced in later drafts. 


Just speaking about a few scenes specifically: Daiga'’s character, 

up until she spots Abel in his convertible, seems so remot ed, 
so unaffected by everything she sees and hears. Did you 
always know there was going to be a scene where she finally 
loses her cool? 


Yeah, but I was very frustrated when I wrote that scene because 
| knew I couldn’t do it on the scale I wanted to. I wanted to have 
her smash into, like, ten cars, but our budget was too low. We 
had only one car. 


How did you come up with the scene at the self-defense class? 


| read in the newspaper that after the Paulin case, elderly women 
from the 18th arrondissement put together a self-defense group. 


And there was a woman, like Ninon in the script and film, 
who gave the lessons? 


No, the class was held by a man. | liked the idea that the owner 
of the hotel, Ninon, would also run the classes, so that’s how 
that came about. 


So you and Jean-P6l worked for two months and then came 
up with a first draft? 


We stopped because I was completely desperate with the script. 
And then we worked on another draft for a month or so, and 
then we stopped again in September, because the producer told 


us he was doing another movie, and wanted to shoot the film in 
the summertime. So, in February, Jean-P6l and I went to Spain 
for three weeks and wrote this draft. In May, after I'd done loca- 
tion scouting and casting, we reworked the script one more time. 


This is an unusual format for a screenplay, particularly for 
a writer/director —there are no slug lines or camera directions. 


| hate that stuff. I can’t read it. | do my breakdown with Agnes 
(Godard: Denis’s director of photography] when | have the 
locations. But I can’t stand sending actors something that’s so 
boring to read. When I have to deal with all of the technical 
stuff, | give drawings to everyone on the crew—which lens to 
use, that kind of thing. Not storyboards, but very precise. For me, 
in the morning when I’m heading to the set, I want to read 
something that reminds me of the feeling I had when I was 
writing it. The technical stuff is separate. Maybe it’s a weakness, 
but I think it’s too boring to read this kind of script. 


Along those lines, you've said before that you think it’s 
important to have a hand in the writing of a film you're going 
to direct, because, as you put it, “I wouldn't be able to under- 
stand the emotions of a character if | weren't involved in the 
writing.” You've co-written everything you've filmed, right? 


Yes. Not because | like doing it that way, but because I think it’s 
important. If I was offered a script to direct, I'd still want to 
rework it. 


You spoke about writing the part of Daiga for Katerina Gol- 
ubova. Were any other parts written with actors in mind? 


Théo was written for Alex Descas, who'd been in my film No Fear, 
No Die, and | wrote the part of Ninon thinking of Line Renaud. 


How did you find Richard Courcet for the role of Camille? 


In March, I started casting. | had had one or two interesting 
meetings with actors for the part, but nothing definite. One day, 
this young guy shows up in the production office and says to the 
casting agent that he’s interested in reading the script. She said, 
“What for? Are you an actor?” And he said, “I’m just interested 
in the project; I was interested in the case, and am curious to see 
what you've done with it.” So the casting agent was a very clever 
girl, and said, “Wait for Claire; she'll be here in an hour.” So he 
waited, And he was totally mute, wouldn’t say anything to me. | 
said, “If you want to read the script, here it is.” 

He came back two weeks later, and when I asked him if he'd 
read it, he said, “I don’t really understand it that much.” When 
he was 11 he was taken away from his mother to an orphanage, 
and he had kept up contact with his teacher there, who was the 
person who told him about the film in the first place. At this 
point, I knew that, so I told him if he needed a job maybe | 
could manage to find him something to do on the set. 


Did you feel like he would be right for the part at this point? 


| wasn’t sure. One day he came in, and I wasn’t having much 
luck with the actors we'd auditioned for the part, and I said, 
“Would you like to try reading for this part?” He said, “No, no, 








I’m not an actor. But I am interested in watching the casting 
sessions.” So we would look at the videotapes together, and he 
would make his own comments, and finally I said, “Look, why 
~ not just try this out during the next casting session.” So he did, 
~ but he completely clammed up in front of the video camera. 
This lasted until June, a month before shooting was to begin. At 
that point, | had found a young guy, 17 years old, in a night- 
club, who my producers—everyone—liked a lot. He had a great 
audition. So Richard was hanging around, as usual, and I said, 
_ “I think I've found the right guy.” I showed him the tape. I told 
_ him that I was going to give this guy one more audition and 
then cast him, but I also said to him that I felt like I might be 
_ making a mistake in not casting him—Richard—for the part. 
He said, “Why? This guy’s more clever, and I’m no good.” So | 
said, “Please, just try to do an audition one more time.” 

So he tried again, and frankly, he was still not very good. But 
~ when I looked at the tape with the producer, I had the strange 
feeling he was going to be very good in the role. So I told Bruno, 
“He’s the one.” So I offered the part to Richard, and he was 
totally shocked. He never said “Yes,” by the way, he just kept 
saying, “You're crazy...” 


And what about getting Béatrice Dalle for the part of Alice? 


One week before we started shooting, the girl we'd cast for that 
part said she was scared by the project: “I don’t want to be a part 
of this movie. It’s too dark.” So I was really desperate. Béatrice 
Dalle and I have the same agent, and she called me the next day 
and said, “I know you're in trouble, and I know it’s not me you 
wanted, but I’m here if you need me.” But because she was 
older—more of a woman—than the character was in the 
script, | had to change a lot of her dialogue on the set. Also, she 
only had a week free to shoot, so I had to cut a lot of Alice’s 
scenes in the script, like the one in which she’s caught shop- 
lifting, or discovers the body on the subway tracks. 


Actually, ber character is called “Alice” in the script, but her 
name was changed to “Mona” in the film. Why? 


Five days before shooting, I was in a café with Béatrice, discussing 
_ the part with her, and I looked at her and said, “Alice is not the 
right name for you.” She was so beautiful—she said she was 
overweight, but it was not true, she was splendid, like a figure out 
of a Monet painting. And I said, “It’s not right to call you Alice,” 
because I see someone with that name being very thin, like a 
twig. So | came up with “Mona,” and Béatrice agreed. 

| had to change a lot of the scenes with Alice for the film, 
because the character we'd written was only, like, 19 years old. 
She was not a very nice character; I really wanted her to be 
selfish, and impetuous like only a 19-year-old can be. Also, | 
wanted several of the characters in the film to have a good rea- 
son to kill. We thought of that while we were writing. In this 
case, we thought, “Well, maybe Théo has a good reason to want 
to strangle Alice.” You know, situations where a character is 
justified in saying, “I could really kill this person.” And then you 
have Camille, who actually does it. 


Do you work differently with actors and nonactors? 


With Richard, we never did on-set rehearsals because he was so 
shy with the crew and everything. I put him in a hotel with Kate- 
rina, where | also stayed, and every Sunday I would work with 
the two of them. We rehearsed his dance in the hotel room, 
because he was completely nervous about that. He didn’t want 
anyone to see him wearing a dress; he kept telling me, “I don’t 
want my friends to think I’m gay.” And he always was giving me 
a hard time, reminding me that it was “my fault” he was doing 
the part. On the set, | would never raise my voice with him. If 
what he'd just done wasn’t right, | would be very discreet and 
say, “Try something else.” But even when he did something dif- 
ferent from the way I wanted it, he was good. 


You've talked about how important it is for you to do work 
that is “more closely related to the actors.” Could you elabo- 
rate on that here, specifically regarding this script and film? 
It seems like there’ a fair amount of changes between scripted 
dialogue and what ended up onscreen. The scenes between 
Ninon and Mina, for instance— 


That's because | rewrote a lot for the character of Mina after we 
cast her. | also rewrote several scenes for Richard, because I knew 
it wasn’t possible for him to do some of the stuff in the script. 


So there is very little ad-libbing? 


One scene, which is maybe my favorite, was not in the script. It’s 
when Camille and Raphaél are in the hotel room, and Camille 
threatens him. | rewrote this for Richard that day. 


So how long was production? 


It was a long pre-production, because casting was difficult, then 
nine weeks of shooting. 


That's pretty fast. 


Not so fast. For Paris, it’s not fast. The fact is, it’s difficult to 
shoot there, difficult to get permits. 


Was Jean-P6l on-set at all? 


Not really. He came once, I think. And shooting is boring if you 
have nothing to do. Besides, Richard was very shy, and the sets 
were tiny, that kind of thing. 


| assume that most of the shifts that occurred between this 
script and the finished film occurred during editing. There 
are a substantial number of transposed scenes. 


Yeah, but some of them were shifted while shooting, because of 
weather conditions, or actors being sick, that kind of thing. 
Funnily enough, in editing we ended up more or less very close 
to the script, as opposed to the shooting, where I changed a lot. 
Shooting was not easy at all: Richard was tough, Katerina didn’t 
speak any French... 


The very first scene of the film, which takes place in the living 


room with Camille, Raphaél and the doctor, which feels almost 
Continued on page 185 
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EXT. THE UNIVERSE 

The MILKY WAY. We move through the star clusters and 
cosmic dust to the Earth, through the atmosphere, the 
clouds, to... 


EXT. EARTH'S SURFACE 

We move down toward AMERICA. Toward the patchwork 
quilt of the Midwest. . . Focusing in on the small town of 
Archer's Bluff. The white dome of a modest OBSERVA- 
TORY is nestled among the highest peaks of the sur- 
rounding hills. . . 


INT. OBSERVATORY - DAY 

SAM, in jeans and T-shirt, sits on a stool at the base of 
the fifty-foot telescope, looking into the tiny eyepiece 
with the focused concentration of a man who absolutely 
adores his work. A half-dozen ASTRONOMERS, TECH- 
NICIANS and SCOPE OPERATORS buzz about in the 
background. 


SAM Carl... Give me right ascension five hours fifty-four 
minutes... 

The DOME and TELESCOPE rotate with a low HUM. A 
TECH ata computer (CARL) calls out. 

CARL Sam, we're getting stray gammas . . . every half pulse 
at irregular intervals. 

Sam flips quickly through a pile of CHARTS and GRAPHS 
in front of him excitedly, and makes some notes. PROFES- 
SOR WELLS emerges from his office and crosses over to Sam. 
PROFESSOR What the hell is going on out here, Sam? 


The data coming over my monitor is from the neighborhood 
of Chi Persei . . . 


Absorbed in his observations, Sam doesn't even look up 
Jrom his eyepiece. 


SAM Professor Wells, hi, if you could just bear with me . . . 
(He checks his charts) Carl! Do you get any spectral resonance 
at thirty-five point six? 


CARL Sure do, Sam! At least an order of magnitude. 


A few of the TECHS gather around Carls terminal. Every- 


one is gelling excited about something. Wells is becoming 
impatient. 
PROFESSOR Jou re supposed to be monitoring sunspot 


polarities. That's from the SUN, remember, OUR sun . . . It's 
daytime, Sam. . . 


SAM Let's move to right ascension twenty-three hours five 
minutes... 


PROFESSOR Sam! | want you to explain yourself this 


very— 


SAM Alpha Orionis is going supernova. 


PROFESSOR 0)f course it is... sometime in the next 
hundred million years. 

SAM Thursday. 

PROFESSOR Pxcuse me? 

SAM It's going to go full supernova Thursday. 
PROFESSOR (Sighs) Sam, | know how fond you are of 


your theories . . . 


SAM | found the pattern, sir. It was all in the data, it just 
took me a while to find it. 


Professor Wells marches to a technician’ station. A LARGE 
IMAGE ts projected onto the screen behind him. The glow of 
a STAR in the light background. 


PROFESSOR Sim, if Alpha Orionis were about to go super- 
nova, there would be Silicon flashes and neutrino emissions, 
ves? Even in daylight we would be able to see 





Sam motions to the projected image on the screen. Professor 
Wells turns to look and his eves widen. 


PROFESSOR (Good God. 

Suddenly we can see a colorful band of LIGHT pulsate 
around the glowing star. Professor Wells moves right up to 
the screen, his nose almost touches it. He looks like his knees 
are going to buckle. 

PROFESSOR Jou predicted this. 

The Professor looks back at Sam, dumbfounded. Sam gives 
a modest shrug, then notices the UNDERGRADUATE ASSISTANT 
waiting sheepishly in front of him. 

ASSISTANT Uh, excuse me, Sam, | know you're busy, but 
it’s just about— 

SAM Noon?! (7he assistant nods) Carl, it’s almost noon! 
CARL It's noon, everybody! Get in position . . . 


We hear the staff echoing the words around the room. 
“Noon! Its noon!” 


CARL Slewing to minus 2.14 degrees altitude 174.71 degrees 
azimuth ... 


The telescope begins to rotate with a low RUMBLE. Professor 
Wells watches, alarmed as the image on his screen SHIFTS. 
the pre-supernova disappearing off to the side. The image 
becomes a BLUR of shifting celestial objects. 


PROFESSOR Whiat the 


But Sam is already hurrying across the room to be in a 
better position to view the new telescope position. 


Wait! What are you doing? 





GWEN There's this other phenomenon that Sam gives his 
priority to at noon. 

Sam moves to face the view screen, gazing at it with antic- 
ipation. 





PROFESSOR OTHER PHENOMEN—NOW? What could 
be more important than— 

The TELESCOPE rotates to a stop, locking into place. then it 
starts to angle DOWN. 


PROFESSOR You're pointing the damn thing DOWN! Do 
| have to remind you the sky is “p /bere! Have you all gone 
insane? 


CARL Actually, Professor, this event isn’t strictly celestial. 


ON THE SCREEN - The panning IMAGE finally comes to 
rest and we are surprised and delighted to see... 


SAM'S LOVE - LINDA, surrounded by a group of her 8- 
year-old elementary students in the school playground . . . 
Sam gazes at the image, completely enraptured. 


Linda and the kids turn to look up toward the telescope 
and wave “Hi, Sam!" with abandon. Linda blows Sam a 
kiss. Sam watches, a contented smile on his face, and 
gives a little wave back. 


Then just as casually the KIDS turn away and resume 
their play. LINDA looks up more seriously and mimes 
picking up a telephone. 


LINDA Call me... 


EXT. ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - LATE AFTERNOON 

Sam stands outside the fence of the elementary school 
playground. Inside, beautiful Linda sits surrounded by a 
group of kids, singing a song. 


LINDA AND KIDS | love you | Jove you said the little 
blue man, | love you I love you to bits. | love you I love you 
said the little blue man, and frightened me out of my wits . . . 


PLAYGROUND - LATER 
As the last of the kids are picked up by their parents, 
Linda runs to Sam at the fence, excited. 


SAM Hi! What is it? What's going on? 

LINDA Sam, remember I told you they were going to pick a 
teacher to represent the district at the school in New York? 
SAM New York? You? (She nods excitedly) That's . . . that’s 
great! 

She can sense Sams reluctance as they walk on opposite 
sides of the fence. 

LINDA Oh, Sam, don’t look at me like that. It’s only two 
months. It’s not like I'm going to the moon. 

SAM Tivo months is a long time. 


LINDA You could come. 


SAM You know | can't. 


LINDA You could. You could take off work. You just never 
want to get out of this town and see . . . see the possrbilities. 


SAM Everything | want to see is right here... You... The 
sky... 

LINDA Oh, Sam... | went to school in that building right 
there. | hung upside-down on this jungle gym. Twenty years | 
haven't moved an inch. 


SAM | fell in love with you on that jungle gym. 


LINDA Sam, you know how much I want to do this, but | 
love you, so if you tell me to stay, I'II stay. 


SAM Siay. 


Half-serious. Linda looks at him, smiles a look of mutual 
understanding. 


INT. SAM & LINDA’S BEDROOM —- MORNING 
The bed’s unmade. Sam helps Linda pack. 


SAM Your tan slacks? Gray blouse? 

LINDA Packed. 

SAM Your hair whatchamacallit? 

LINDA Which? 

SAM The pink with the thing. 

LINDA God, no. They'll think I'm a hick. 

SAM Toothbrush? Toothpaste? 

LINDA Buy them there. 

SAM Marry me? 

LINDA What? (Laughs) Oh, Sam. This is one hell of a time! 


SAM |.t's do it. We just hop in the car, hit the chapel on Elm, 
we get in, we get out, nobody gets hurt. 


Linda looks at him affectionately. 

LINDA Oh, Sam... You're going to watch me, aren't you? 
You're going to watch me with your telescope. 

SAM (Cxn't, too far. Curvature of the earth is— 

She shuts him up with a kiss. 

SAM |'1l figure something out. 


They fall into bed and begin to make love. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. AIRPORT — DAY 

Sam watches Linda's plane take off through the window 
at the departure gate. He starts to run to keep the plane 
in view as it taxies down the runway. He runs faster as 
the plane turns onto the runway. 


91 





EXT. ROAD ADJACENT TO RUNWAY - SAM'S TRUCK 
Sam, now behind the wheel of his truck, pulls through 
the airport exit and onto a side road which parallels the 
runway. He drives as fast as he can, chasing Linda's plane 
as it climbs into the sky ahead of him. But, of course, the 
plane quickly outdistances the truck, becoming a speck 
in the sky, then disappears completely into the blue. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. SCHOOL PLAYGROUND - OVERCAST DAY 
TELESCOPE POV of the playground, as before. Kids play, 
but no Linda. After a moment a SHY LITTLE GIRL edges 
into frame, waves, then runs away. 


INT. OBSERVATORY - SAME 

Sam is looking through the eyepiece of the telescope, 
forlorn. The TECHS exchange worried glances in the 
background... 


On SAM's melancholy expression we DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. ROAD/BRIDGE ~ DAY 

A WORKMAN is suspended halfway up a bridge, raising 
a folded banner. TILT DOWN to reveal SAM'S truck com- 
ing to a stop below. Sam sticks his head out the window, 
calls up to him. 


SAM Higher, it's got to be higher. 


The man nods and Sam gives the thumbs-up. As Sam 
continues on we TILT BACK UP to reveal the banner: 
WELCOME HOME LINDA! 


INT. SAM'S HOUSE - DAY 

Sam enters and walks through the living room to the 
kitchen. He doesn’t notice a MIDDLE-AGED MAN (ED 
GREEN, LINDA'S FATHER) sitting at the dining table. 


INT. KITCHEN - DAY 

Whistling “Littke Blue Man,” Sam unpacks a rotisserie 
chicken. He puts the champagne into a bucket of ice and 
carries it back into the dining room. He JUMPS, startled 
as he sees Ed, sitting at the beautifully laid-out dining 
table, helping himself to an orange from the fruit bowl. 


SAM Mir. Green, what are you doing here? | was just going to 
the airport... 

Ed motions with an orange. 

ED (mere, Sam. 

SAM Linda! ... Is Linda all right? 


ED She’s fine. Sam, listen to me . . . Love can sometimes be a 
very difficult thing, Listen up. (Zakes out letter, clears throat) 
“Dear Sam, this is the most difficult thing I've ever done. I'm 
sorry I don’t have the courage to do it face-to-face. | never 


planned this, Sam. | always expected us to be together forever, 
you have to believe me . . .” 


sam cant believe what he’s bearing. 


SAM Mir. Green .. . (Ed looks at Sam over bis glasses) 
What... What is this? 


ED She's left you. And I'm reading her “Dear John” note to 
you. 


Ed offers an orange slice. Sam stands there. shocked. Shakes 
his head. 


ED “It’s not you, Sam. How can | make you understand? 
Your life is set. You have your stars and your friends and the 
town... But I feel like I'm just finding out what mine is all 
about...” 


Sam turns abruptly and runs upstairs. Ed continues, 
undeterred. tearing off another orange slice. 


ED “Oh Sam, so many emotions are surfacing as I write 
this...” 


SAM (0.5.) Where is she, Mr. Green? . .. 


ED She thought it would be best if you didn’t talk for a while. 
Let me finish up here, okay? “You're my best friend in the 
world, Sam, so you must know that this is the way I am. I 
can’t help it. It’s my nature.” It’s true, son. She's nuts. 


Sam rushes back out, past Ed, his backpack in one hand 
and heads for the door. 


ED Where are you going? I'm not finished . . . | think you're 
gonna want to hear this next part, Sam!. . . 


sam exits, the door slamming bebind him. 


EXT. NEW YORK STREET - DAY 

Sam emerges from a subway station into the bright after- 
noon light and the TEEMING MASSES of the city. Sam 
maneuvers through the thick downtown crowd looking 
lost and a little overwhelmed. 


INT. HOTEL - DAY 

Sam speaks with the DESK CLERK, showing him a letter 
drawn on hotel stationery. The desk clerk shakes his 
head, points to the key in the box . . . “She's checked out.’ 


INT. LINDA'S SCHOOL - DAY 

Sam argues with a school ADMINISTRATOR as he tries 
to obtain Linda’s address. She stands, moving to summon 
security. As soon as she is out of sight, Sam reaches over 
to the Rolodex, flips through it and tears out a card. 


INT. SUBWAY CAR - LATE AFTERNOON 

Smothered between bodies, Sam turns a crumpled map 
sideways and upside-down to try to get his bearings. He's 
hopelessly lost. 

















EXT. STREET - DUSK 

Sam appears around a corner, haggard. He checks the 
address on his card with each passing building, slowing 
as he nears his objective. Finally, he stops and looks up. 
Looming above himis. .. 


A LOFT APARTMENT BUILDING 

This is it. Six stories. Large front windows with the win- 
dows drawn. Nothing too special, but it nearly GLOWS in 
Sam's eyes. He tries the door. It’s locked. A woman exits 
from inside, pushing a stroller. Sam holds the door open 
for her, then slips inside. 


INT. LOBBY AND LOFT STAIRS 
Sam enters and climbs the staircase, two steps at a time. 


INT. LOFT HALLWAY 

Sam walks to the loft door. Mounted in the door is a PEEP- 
HOLE. Sam leans forward, spying inside, but he can only 
see a sliver of the room at a time. There is no movement 
inside, but he can hear Linda's soft voice HUMMING 
from within. 


Slowly, Sam summons his will and reaches out to the 
buzzer, his fingertip pausing for a second or two before 
pushing the button. BZZZT! He waits. No answer. 
BZZZT! Nothing. He tries again, and the buzzer STICKS. 
B22222222227272! Sam tries to pry the button out, to no 
avail. 


Suddenly Sam is heartened by the sound of Linda's 
voice... 


LINDA (0..5.) Honey? Honey?. .. 


Sam opens his mouth to speak. Then his hopes are dashed 
by the sound of a strange MAN. A BOOMING voice. Sams 
eves light in horror. 


MAN (0.58.) WHAT IS IT? PM TAKING A NAP! 
LINDA /0.8.) Could you get that? I'm in the bath! Honey! 
MAN /0.5.) All right... 


A million thoughts racing through bis mind. The BUZZING 
continues. 


MAN (0.5.) | HEAR YOU GODDAMN IT! 


Sam can see the MAN coming closer through the crack of 


the peephole. He can only see parts of him at a time as he 
makes his way forward, but the general impression is that 


of an ANGRY GIANT awoken from slumber coming RIGHT 


TOWARD HIM, the sound of the man’s clomping FOOT- 
STEPS AMPLIFIED in Sam's mind. The voice is decidedly 
FRENCH. 

MAN (0.5.) This better be important! You ruin my beauty 
sleep! OW! GODDAMN SON OF A BITCH! 


The sound of the giant stubbing his toe on a coffee table. 
He begins swearing in French. Sams mind races . . . He ts 
frozen, everything he knows is wrong. His world is turned 
upside down. 


MAN /0.5.) Take your finger off that button! QUI CEST CE 
PD, CET ENCULE PUTAIN DE SA RACE, C'EST PAS VRAI CA! 


We hear the DOOR OPEN. We CUT TO: 


THE MAN’S POV OF THE HALLWAY 
Empty. Sam is gone. 


BOTTOM OF STAIRS 
The man’s SILHOUETTE leans out, peering down the 
stairs. 


EXT. STREET - NIGHT 

Sam backs out of the building (from herein called the 
LOVENEST) as if he’s seen a ghost, backwards, all the 
way to the other side of the street, arriving in front of an 
abandoned and boarded-up LOFT BUILDING. 


Suddenly Sam is startled by the sound of a MOTORCYCLE 
zooming, by, inches from him. He steps back to avoid 
being hit. The MOTORCYCLE stops halfway down the 
block. The HELMETED RIDER turns and stares at Sam, 
then takes off loudly down the street. Sam then looks 
down to discover that he’s standing on the metal doors 
of the abandoned building's loading hatch. Sam opens 
the heavy hatch doors with some difficulty. He steps gin- 
gerly inside . . . 


INT. LOFT BASEMENT 

Sam enters the dark basement, his eyes adjusting to the 
light. A huge ancient staircase with rotten wood rises six 
floors through the wreckage of the building. Sam steps 
forward and begins to CLIMB. 


His journey up the staircase is a perilous one. The steps 
SNAP and DISINTEGRATE beneath his feet. He attempts 
to regain his balance and his hand goes right through a 
disintegrating banister. Glimpses of Linda through the 
soot-stained windows on each floor impel him ever 
upward through each hazard until finally he reaches . . . 


INT. LOFT — FIFTH FLOOR 

The room is filled with decaying wood and abandoned 
furniture. He takes a step forward, further into the loft 
toward the windows. The rotten floorboards CREAK 
beneath him. Then another step . . . Just as he’s about to 
get a clear look at Linda, the floor beneath him gives way 
and he SINKS through the floorboards, grabbing the 
windowsill at the last moment. He begins to try to extricate 
himself when something he sees out the window makes 
him stop moving altogether. 
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THE LOVENEST 

The curtains are separated and Linda appears in a 
bathrobe. She stands there looking out at the sky. A 
moment passes as Sam gazes at her, enraptured. Then a 
pair of arms appear around her waist from behind. The 
MAN appears, burying his face in Linda’s neck. He is 
ANTON, extremely attractive, a Euro-Noble-Savage type. 
Exhausted and forlorn, Sam’s face is a study in heartbreak. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. LOFT - MORNING - DAYS LATER 

Many of the floorboards now have an “X" drawn on 
them in chalk. A makeshift trash can overflows with fast- 
food containers. SAM sits on the floor in front of the 
window. Unshaven, thinner, in shorts and a T-shirt. 
Around him are scattered many piles of graph paper of 
the sort seen earlier in Sam's work. 


Sam checks his watch, then looks out the window for 
signs of activity in the Lovenest. Finding none, he makes 
a note on his graph paper, unwraps some beef jerky and 
tears off a bite. 


Sam picks up binoculars and sees Linda and Anton 
emerge from the kitchen, carrying breakfast trays to the 
table. 


SAM Morning, everybody... Morning, Linda. Morning, 
Tarzan... Watch that corner, Jungle Boy . . . (Av/on bumps 
his arm on a corner, curses) Every day. You're not too 
bright, are you?. .. 

Sam grabs his stack of graph paper and rifles through the 
Pages. stopping at one labeled “BREAKFAST ARRIVAL— 
DAY 28." 

SAM (0..5.) Okey-dokey, let’s get to work... We're... 
(Checks watch)... Six minutes later than yesterday. Six, 
carry the two... (He makes a notation) Good, that’s good 
... Pass her the milk, idiot. 


Linda has to reach over to get the milk from Anton’ side. 
Sam shakes his head, watching as Anton and Linda begin 
fo eal. Something Anton says makes Linda smite. 


We see a POV through Sam's binoculars . . . AN 
EXTREME CLOSE-UP of Linda's subtle smile. 
SAM Hinmm. Medium smile, no teeth .. . 


He flips through the charts until he finds one labeled 
“SMILING: LINDA.” He moves across to the present date 
and makes a mark on the graph. 


SAM... six point eight... 
He looks up at Anton. 


SAM Don't forget the vase . . . 


Anton reaches out to a flower on the table in a litlle vase. 
He moves it a little forward. then back, left, right. a habit 
he has. 


SAM Get it perfectly centered. There. Nope? There. Nope. 
Neurotic? Me? 


Linda lakes Anton's hand away, with a smile. “Enough.” 
SAM Annoying, isn’t it, honey? 


Linda says something and Anton smiles broadly. Sam 
Jinds a chart— "SMILING: TARZAN’ —and unhappily makes 
a notation. 


SAM Grin all you want, Monkey Man. All you are is a pass- 
ing meteor shower. Just some rocks burning through the 
atmosphere... (Anton leans in and says something and 
Linda laughs) There, see? Didn't get much of a laugh that 
time. Only a two point. . . Two three let’s call it. Not so hot. | 
feel sorry for you, poor bastard . . . 


He tears off a bite of beef jerky and chews. 


INT. LOFT ROOF ~ ELEVATOR SHAFT 

Sam, wearing, a pair of thick gloves, tries to fix the eleva- 
tor, pulling a cable over the return wheel at the top of the 
elevator shaft. He stops, glancing at his watch, then 
slides down the elevator cable, crosses to the hatch and 
opens it. Sunlight pours in from outside. 


EXT. LOFT BASEMENT HATCH 
Sam lifts the hatch and sees Linda emerge from her 
building and walk down the street. 


SAM (1:0. 077 telephone) Hi, Carl... Yeah, it’s me, Sam. 
No, calm down, everything's okay. New York . . . 


We continue Sam's VOICEOVER as we CUT TO: 


EXT. STREET ACROSS FROM SCHOOL - DAY 

Sam sits on a bus stop bench. Across the way is an ele- 
mentary school playground. It’s recess, and near the jun- 
gle gym, LINDA sits on the ground surrounded by 
youngsters singing “Little Blue Man.” 


SAM (1:0. 07 felephone) . . . We're great. Linda’s really 
happy. We may be here a while . . . 


EXT. ANTON’S RESTAURANT - AFTERNOON 

Sam stands across the street looking into Anton's restau- 
rant. Inside, the employees scurry about setting up for 
the evening business. Anton floats through the restaurant 
inspecting every detail as he instructs his employees. 


SAM (1:0. 071 lelephone) Well, we're keeping busy. Lots to 
do... Great restaurants . . . 





EXT. STREET — DAY 
Sam is at the pay phone, continuing his conversation. 


SAM Listen, Carl, | need you to sell my truck. Yes. Whatever 
you can get. I'm just a little short of-— 


Down the block Sam notices a familiar motorcycle RIDER. 
parked. The Rider seems to be WATCHING HIM, but SAM 
cant be sure because the Rider's eves are obscured by a 
visor. Sam looks carefully, a little rattled. Afler a beat, the 
Rider starts the bike and roars past Sam. 


SAM Yeah, yeah, I'm still here. Carl, there’s something else 
| need. And Professor Wells doesn’t have to know, okay?. . . 


INT. LOFT - NIGHT ~- TWO DAYS LATER 

A number of new opened cardboard boxes sit on the 
floor. They are marked “Fragile, Glass Contents” and 
stamped “PROPERTY ARCHER'S BLUFF OBSERVATORY? 
Sam sits near the window at a makeshift desk next to a 
DEVICE that looks vaguely like a telescope. In the Love- 
nest, Anton and Linda sit at their dining table. Sam 
makes some adjustments to the apparatus and .. . 


A PROJECTION OF ANTON AND LINDA IS THROWN 
AGAINST THE WALL upside-down. The apparatus pro- 
jecting the image is called a CAMERA OBSCURA. We 
can see Linda's face and next to her, the back of Anton's 
head. Sam makes various adjustments and the image 
flips right-side-up and enlarges, so that it is life-size on a 
dark brown door. Anton's image — his back to us - curls 
around a steel column. Sam stands in front of it so that 
Anton is blocked out and it appears that Linda is looking 
up at him from the couch. Sam begins to speak to Linda’s 
image. 


SAM Hey, Linda... How are you doing? Me? I miss you. I. . . 
| think I’m getting a little weird without you... (A Deal) Hey, 
you want to hear something funny? | saw this on the news 
before | came out. . . Fainting goats. I'm not making this up, 
there's this breed of goats that, 1 don’t know why, they faint at 
the slightest thing. Like if they hear a loud noise, a gun goes 
off. Boom! They black out, fall right over. Or if they see a wolf, 
or even a dog, “Oh my god!” Boom. They showed a man just 
walking through a group of them and they would just fall 
down in a line, one after the other. 


Afler a moment, Linda’s image laughs at something Anton 
says. Sam smiles a bittersweet smile. 


SAM See, | thought you'd like that. 


INT. LOFT - CAMERA OBSCURA ROOM - LATER 

Sam is painting the camera obscura door/projection 
screen with white paint. The IMAGE of Linda brightens 
and clarifies with each stroke as she brushes her hair in 
her nightgown. She stands (called by Anton) and exits to 


the bedroom. Sam takes a hali-eaten Twinkie from the 
table and begins to take a bite when he sees a WATER 
BUG climbing along the side. Startied and disgusted, he 
FLICKS the water bug off into a broken aquarium nearby, 
then considers the Twinkie, wondering whether or not to 
finish it. 

Suddenly, Anton emerges from the bedroom, completely 
naked. He bounds through the living room into the 
kitchen with a playful bounce, grabs a can of whipped 
cream from the fridge, squirts a dollop into the air, then 
applies a few squirts to his neck, his nipples and then a 
healthy dollop to regions below. Then he bounds back 
into the bedroom. 


Sam just stares, trying to maintain his composure. He 
looks down at his stack of graph paper. 


SAM (Depressed) | don't even have a chart for that. 


INT. LOFT - CAMERA OBSCURA ROOM - LATER THAT 
NIGHT 

The Lovenest is in darkness. Sam is on his hands and 
knees chasing down another huge WATER BUG. He cor- 
ners it and scoops it up in his hand, dropping it into an 
empty cracked aquarium with three other bugs. 


Then he notices in the camera obscura’s image a beam 
of LIGHT flashing inside the Lovenest. Sam looks up to 
see A FIGURE moving about INSIDE, shining a flashlight. 
He goes to the window and sees a familiar MOTORCYCLE 
parked on the sidewalk below. 


Sam looks back up at the Lovenest. Inside, the Motor- 
cycle Rider seems to be moving from place to place, 
crouching in one area, then moving to another. Suddenly 
the figure turns the light back toward the lott, ILLUMI- 
NATING SAM'S FACE. Sam stares into it, frozen. But the 
Motorcycle Rider immediately goes back to work, curi- 
ously ignoring Sam's presence. Then suddenly .. . 


The bedroom window of the Lovenest ILLUMINATES. 
The Motorcycle Rider cuts the flashlight and DROPS 
behind a sofa. The bedroom door opens and Anton steps 
into the living room. Sam doesn't move a muscle. Anton 
looks about the room, sees nothing, then turns and 
moves back into the bedroom. The light goes off. 


The Motorcycle Rider stands slowly, collects some things 
and moves quietly out the front entrance, makes his way 
down the steps and across the street. After a moment 
Sam hears a sound from above. Footsteps. The Rider is 
on the roof! A slow CRUNCH, crunch, crunch. Sam tol- 
lows the sounds to the ragged hole in the roof, and then 
SILENCE. Sam looks about for a weapon and hefts a loose 
toilet seat. 


SAM Go away, I'm warning you! 
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Sam stares at the black cavity. Suddenly there's a THUD 
as a DUFFLE BAG falls to the floor, barely missing him. 


SAM I'm not messing around here! 


Then a length of cable PLUMMETS through the hole, swing- 
ing back and forth. Then the Rider himself climbs down 
the cable to the floor, a camera slung around his neck. The 
Rider looks at Sam, then removes the helmet. It is not a 
man, but a woman, MAGGIE, ber face flushed from activity 
and attractively determined. Sam stares, open-mouthed. 


SAM What the hell are you? 


She moves right past him. Sam stares at her as she walks 
across the room, carrying the length of cable. 


SAM Whoa whoa whoa. . . What do you want? Who are you? 


She ignores him and screws a light bulb from her satchel 
into one of the fixtures along the cable. It lights up, illu- 
minating her face. 


SAM Hey, excuse me . . . I live here. What do you want? 


Sam watches, perplexed, as she moves on, continuing to 
string the cable around the periphery of the room. 


SAM | asked you a question. 
Maggie walks over and inspects the camera obscura. 
SAM Get away from that. 


She fiddles with it. An IMAGE of the LOVENEST is projected 
on the wall. Maggie reacts, interested. Sam quickly slaps 
the lens cover closed. 


SAM Hey. HEY!—WHO ARE YOU AND WHAT THE HELL DO 
YOU WANT?!? 


She stops, puts a finger to her lips. 
MAGGIE Shhhh. They'll hear you. 
SAM Who? | don’t know what you're talking about. 


MAGGIE |'m talking about your little goldilocks and my 
ex-fianceé . . . 


Sam is speechless. Maggie lights another bulb. 

MAGGIE What's your name? 

SAM Mike. 

MAGGIE What's your name, Mike? 

SAM Sam. 

MAGGIE Sam, I’m Maggie. I'll be staying here a while. 


She enters a small room, unrolls a sleeping bag from her 
pack and lays it on the floor. Then she clicks a switch at the 
end of the cable. The loft goes DARK. Maggie begins taking 
off ber clothes. 


MAGGIE | sleep naked—that’s the only way I'm comfort- 
able. So don’t think that it's a come-on because if you so 
much as breathe in my direction I'll nail your willy to that 
beam. Don’t get in my way and don’t mess with my stuff and 
I'm sure we'll get along fine. 





She crawls into her sleeping bag. 
SAM Hold on. Wait just a— 
MAGGIE Nighty night. 


With that she kicks the door shut between them. 


INT. LOFT - NIGHT 

Sam is staring at Maggie, who is asleep. Her satchel lies 
on the floor nearby. He quietly moves to the satchel and 
delicately opens it. 


He removes a few items and inspects them: A camera, a 
few books, an electronics manual, some clothes. Then a 
baggie full of what appear to be STRAWBERRIES in vari- 
ous states of decomposition. Then he withdraws a small 
black GUN. He pulls the trigger and we realize it’s a water 
pistol. He reaches back into the bag and gazes with 
curiosity at the dozen or so water pistols cupped in his 
hands. He FREEZES as Maggie shifts positions in her 
sleep, then returns the items to the bag and exits. 


INT. LOFT - SIXTH FLOOR - MORNING > 

Sam wakes, groggy, then moves across the room to see 
that Maggie's sleeping bag is neatly rolled, and Maggie is 
gone. He stops to notice that a makeshift DARKROOM 
has been set up in the employees’ bathroom. The 
counter is filled with Maggie's cosmetics. 


His attention is drawn to the small beginning of a COL- 
LAGE OF PICTURES Maggie has pinned to the wall. 
Three or four disconnected images . . . A shot of her 
hand, contorted skeletally. The faceplate of an old radio 
tuner distorted with a fish-eye lens forming the curve of 
anear...A dark, deeply personal quality emerges even 
in the beginnings of this assembly. 


INT. LOFT BASEMENT - ELEVATOR CONTROL PANEL 
Sam has streaks of grease on his arms and face as he 
attempts to fix the elevator. He twists some wires in the 
fuse box together and the elevator RISES with a lurch, 
then continues slowly to the fifth floor. 


INT. LOFT 
The elevator opens into the loft. 


REVEALING MAGGIE . . . She’s back, and she’s sitting 
on the floor surrounded by A CACTUS PLANT and an 
impressive amount of HI-TECH EQUIPMENT. 


SAM What is all this? 














MAGGIE (Mo/ions) Bugging equipment . . . Cactus. 
SAM Bugging, like listening bugging? Bugging who? 
MAGGIE Take a wild guess. 

Sam looks over at the Lovenest. 

SAM (Astonished) Why? 


MAGGIE | want to hear what goes on in there. Don’t you 
want to hear what goes on in there? 


She raises an eyebrow as she brushes past him, and begins 
fo secure receiving cones to the perimeter of the loft. Sam 
follows ber. 


SAM No. | don't. 

MAGGIE Why not? 

SAM It's an invasion of her privacy. 
MAGGIE Excuse me, Mr. Video? 


SAM It’s not video, it’s a camera obscura. Pure light... I'm 
not spying. I just want to be with her. 


MAGGIE 0h, well, that’s completely different . . . 


SAM Look, | know how you feel. You want him back so 
badly you can’t stand it, like your guts are twisting around 
inside, but bugging their apartment— 


Magete laughs. 
SAM What? 


MAGGIE | don’t want him back. | want him extinguished. 
| want him vaporized. When I’m done with him he'll be a 
twitching little stain on the floor. 


Sam absorbs this information. 
SAM Oh. 
Magete takes a long hard look at Sam. Squints. 


MAGGIE So that’s what you're doing? Waiting for her, to 
leave HIM, for you? 


SAM Absolutely. 
MAGGIE Have you seen him? 


SAM He's irrelevant. Linda and | are soul mates. This is just 
a passing phase . . . They're going to break up tonight. 


MAGGIE Hope springs eternal. 
SAM | know it for a fact. 
MAGGIE (/n:/rigued/amused) \'m listening. 


SAM (Almost cocky) I'm an astronomer. My job is to find 
patterns in things that look completely random . . . 


MAGGIE Uh-huh... 


SAM Well, | found the pattern. Tonight's the night. It’s all 
in the data. 


Maggie moves to Sams charts. 


MAGGIE The data. This data? (Sam nods. She reads one 
of bis charts) “Mutual feeding activity...” 


SAM The number of times Linda and Whatshisname feed 
each other. 


MAGGIE (/ncredulous) You're counting. 

Sam moves to his charts, pats them enthusiastically. 

SAM Not just that. Everything. Kisses, hugs, smiles, fights . . . 
MAGGIE They fight? 

SAM No, not yet . . . Long looks, whispering, shouting . . . 
MAGGIE They shout? 


SAM You're missing the point. Tonight there's going to be a 
fight. They're going to break up and I'm going to be right 
here for her. Tonight it'll all be over. You may as well start 
packing your bags. 


Maggie lowers the charts, taps her fingers, then looks at 
Sam. A long luxurious beat. 


MAGGIE That is without a doubt the most pathetic thing 
I've ever heard in my entire life. . . 


SAM | don’t think you understand . . . 


MAGGIE ... and! don’t mean that in a trivial way, Sam. 
I'm a photographer, I've seen a lot of things. I once took pic- 
tures of a guy who a/e bis own legs, and you'd be the black 
sheep of that family. 


SAM And what's your evil plan, huh? Squirt him with squirt 
guns? Throw a rotten strawberry at him? 


MAGGIE You looked in my satchel! 

SAM Yeah. Call a cop. 

MAGGIE You are a strange, tragic little man. 

SAM Say what you want, but Linda and I are in love. 


MAGGIE Sure, except for her boning my boyfriend, you're 
the perfect couple. 


SAM Listen, Catwoman, at the end of the day she’s coming 
back to me. We're going to be happy. And where are you going 
to be? All alone hatching some little revenge scheme. That's 
where. 


MAGGIE Let me tell you something, Sam. Listen very care- 
fully. Are you listening? 


SAM \es. 
MAGGIE The only way that girl is coming back to you is if 


97 


98 


a blast of semen catapults her across the street and through 
the window. 


She brushes past him, carrying the cactus, and exits to the . . 


EXT. ROOF OF LOFT - LATE AFTERNOON 

Maggie begins to secure a small receiving antenna to the 
ledge. 

SAM | want you out. 

MAGGIE Not gonna happen. 

SAM | was here first. 


MAGGIE Well, put me down for half the rent and get out 
of my face, Brainiac. 


Sam picks up a loose board and moves to the bugging 


equipment, about to demolish it 
MAGGIE You might not want to do that. 
SAM Why not? 

MAGGIE You paid for it, Sam. 


sam’ eves light in alarm. He pulls out bis wallet. Its empty. 


SAM You stole my money!? You stole everything | had to buy 
this junk? 


MAGGIE That was everything you had? 


sam smolders. He looks at the cactus next to him. 


SAM Whiat the hell is THAT for anyway? 
MAGGIE It's pre/fy, Sam. 


INT. LOFT - NIGHT 

Electronic parts are spread over the floor. Maggie solders 
components on a circuit board amidst a tangle of equip- 
ment. She burns herself and swears, not really expert- 
enced at this. Sam sits at the table updating his charts. 
He looks out the window to the Lovenest. A light is on in 
the bedroom window. He turns back to Maggie as she 
makes a final adjustment, then puts on a pair of earphones. 
With a flick of a switch, the bugging panel lights up. 


MAGGIE (7) hersel/) There we go... 


sam tries to suppress his curiosity for the longest time, but 
it finally gets the better of him. 


SAM (Feigning disinterest) You can hear them? 
MAGGIE Uh-huh. 

SAM Are they talking? 

MAGGIE ep. 

SAM Whiat about? 


MAGGIE 0h, you wouldn't be interested. 
SAM Let me hear. 
MAGGIE It's wrorg, Sam. 


SAM Just for a second. | just want to hear her voice, her 
sweet voice. 


MAGGIE Beg me. 

SAM Please. 

MAGGIE Excuse me? Did you say something? 
SAM Please let me hear. 

MAGGIE Okay. 


Maggie takes off the headphones and yanks the phones 


from the jack. Over the speakers Linda SCREAMS, making 


ANIMALISTIC noises. 
SAM My god, he’s killing her! 


MAGGIE 0h yeah, he’s killing her, all right. And she’s loving 
every minute of it... 


sam listens, trying to deny the obvious: Linda and Anton 
are making love with complete ABANDON. 


SAM No, she’s not like that. 
MAGGIE Are you kidding? 
SAM She likes to make love quiet and slow and gentle 





MAGGIE (Laughs) That girl of yours is a carnival ride! 


And the lovemaking sounds INTENSIFY. To Sam, it’s like 
two long knives plunged in his ears. His face twists lo a 
contortion of death. His heart drops to the floor. He weaves, 
physically dizzy. 


SAM This is horrible. This is worse than I imagined. 
MAGGIE Want me to turn it off? 

SAM Yes. No, I—I need to hear it. 

MAGGIE How very brave. 

SAM 0h god, oh god. Oh Linda. 

ANTON (0.5.) Oh god! Oh god! Oh Linda! 


Maggie takes a bite of a carrot, unaffected. Anton begins 
fo moan in French. 


SAM French. He’s making love to her in French. 
MAGGIE You know, Sam, French men are very small. 
She holds up her thumb and forefinger indicating Anton s size. 
SAM (Hopeful) Yeah? 


MAGGIE Generally. But not this guy. It's like Godzilla’s tail. 
He could take down Tokyo with that thing, 








The lovemaking sounds intensify further. A desperately 
long continuous MOAN. 


MAGGIE This has got to be the longest orgasm I've ever 
heard! ... Sam, you want your charts? 


SAM You enjoy this. You enjoy making me suffer. 
Maggie leans in. . . 


MAGGIE Help me get him, Sam. Take the road less traveled. 
It'll make all the difference. 


SAM No, you can forget it. I'm not getting sucked into your 
nightmare. Forget if. 


MAGGIE Fine, whatever. Hey, you know what? I think I can 
get this in stereo. 


She clicks a switch and WHOOSH, the sound DEEPENS. 
Linda voices a particularly sincere MOAN which RESONATES 
in the room. She's SOBBING from pleasure. Sam cringes, 
desperately depressed. Maggie idly aims her camera al 
him and snaps off a picture, then smiles. 


MAGGIE Welcome to New York, Spy Boy. 


INT. LOFT - LATER 

POV OF THE LOVENEST DEN 

Anton emerges from the kitchen. He places silverware 
around the table and lights some candles. Linda brings 
out a plate of food and places it on the table. 


IN THE LOFT - CONCURRENT 
Sam sits in a corner morosely jotting notes, the look in 
his eyes vacant and worn. 


MAGGIE (0... singsong) Dinnertime, Sam. . . 

She sits alongside him, bringing a plate with a single piece 
of beef jerky on it. She cuts it in half, then tucks a rag into 
her collar like a bib. 

MAGGIE Enjoy. 


WE hear the SOUNDS of Anton and Linda preparing dinner. 
Silverware CLANKING, laughter, wine POURING. . . 

Sam looks down and pops his half of the jerky in his mouth 
like a salamander, devouring it. Maggie eats daintily, 
dabbing the corners of her mouth. 


MAGGIE Let's see what Ken and Barbie are having to- 
night... 


PROJECTION: Anton and Linda bring out heaping and 
glorious portions of food. 


MAGGIE Squab ... Mmmmmm. | could eat his squab all 
day... He marinates it for half a day in a lemon wine sauce, 
and then braises it with sugar. 


SAM Please be quiet. | have to concentrate. (Marks his 
chart) \'s happening. It's happening tonight. . . 


MAGGIE Little golden chestnut mushrooms that just melt 
in your mouth. 


SAM Will. You. Shut. Up. 

Linda and Anton sit down to dinner. 

ANTON /0..5.) What do you think? 

LINDA 0.8.) Oh, it smells so good. 

MAGGIE just eat it, you nitwit. 

SAM Hey, watch it. 

Linda waits for Anton to serve himself. 

SAM There, see? That pause there . . . It’s starting. 


ANTON /0.8.) I'll tell you a secret, but you cannot tell a 
soul. Promise? 


LINDA (0.5.) Promise. 


ANTON /0.8.) It is not my recipe. | met an old man in 
Brindisi, Italy. He swore me to secrecy. It is a recipe in his 
family for a hundred years. 


MAGGIE (/ifating Anton) He told me | could only pre- 
pare it for the woman I loved . . . 


ANTON /(0.5.) He said to me, “Only prepare it for the 
woman that you love.” 


MAGGIE (0/f Sams reaction) Yeah, me too. Later | found 
out he made this for a party he catered. Five hundred people. 
He's just bursting with love. 


ANTON (0...) Take a bite. No, put this here. Use the spoon 
and soak the sauce like this. 


MAGGIE Just let her eat it, you maggot! 

Linda takes a bite. Her eyes roll back in her head in ecstasy. 
ANTON (0.5) Is it satisfactory? 

LINDA (0.8.) Oh, it’s the best thing I've ever eaten. Oh! 
MAGGIE 0h, it’s the best thing I've ever eaten! Oh! 
SAM Don't make fun of her. 

ANTON /0..5.) Not horrible. 

SAM Not horrible. 


MAGGIE | can't believe | shared a toothbrush with that 
hemorrhoid. 


SAM Everything's converging. It’s gotta be. He's going to 
blow it any second now . . . 


ANTON /0.5.) | love to watch you eat. 


SAM (mon, Anton, put your foot in it. Here it comes . . . 
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ANTON (0.5.) You know I heard the most amusing story. 
There is this breed of —what are they called? “Blea blea.” 
They eat cans... 


LINDA (0.5.) Goats? 


ANTON (0.5.) Goats! Yes, a breed of goats, and when they 
hear a sharp sound, they fall over. 


Sam's eyes light up in horror. 
SAM That's my story. 
LINDA 0.5.) Asharp sound? 


ANTON (0.5.) Yes, anything. You clap your hand, they fall 
over. 


SAM That's my story! 


ANTON (0.5.) They pass out! They are so timid that they 
pass out when they hear a sound. 


SAM That's MY smile! 
LINDA (0.5., smiles gaily) No. 


ANTON (0.5.) Yes, it’s true! Boom, they just tip over and 
fall to the ground. 


SAM That's my kiss. 
ANTON (0.5.) You could hunt them with a blank gun. 
LINDA (0.5.) You could hunt them with a balloon and a pin! 


ANTON (0.5., laughing) Yes, yes! You could hunt them 
with little crickets. 


Both are now laughing uproariously. Linda leans in and 
puts her hand on Anton s arm. They exchange a look, 
which turns into a longer smoldering look. Linda drops 
her forkful of food and Linda and Anton begin kissing 
ravenously. Anton suddenly rises with Linda in one arm, 
still locked in embrace. With his other arm he CLEARS THE 
TABLE with one long sweep of bis arm, then LAYS LINDA 
DOWN AND THEY BEGIN TO MAKE LOVE. 


MAGGIE Well, so much for science. 
Sam gazes straight ahead at the mayhem in a trance. 


SAM 1'1] do it. I'll do whatever you want. This has to stop. | 
don’t care about right and wrong anymore. This must stop. 


EXT. STREET ACROSS FROM ANTON’S RESTAURANT - DAY 
At the corner, Maggie and Sam stand watching the 
entrance of Anton's restaurant. After a moment, Anton 
emerges with several INVESTORS. sam and Maggie 
exchange a glance, then start forward. Sam now wears a 
baseball cap, the visor covering his eyes. Maggie Is wear- 
ing her motorcycle leathers and helmet. 


MAGGIE All you have to do is nudge him. 


SAM Just nudge him. 
MAGGIE Just graze him, like this. 


Maggie peels off as Sam continues toward Antons 
group. Anton, flirting with one banker, DEBBIE, walks 
straight ahead. From SAM'S POV we see Maggie con- 
verging on Anton from behind... sam watches as Mag: 
gie’s hand reaches toward Anton's back. She motions to 
Sam who brings a newspaper in front of his face and 
WALKS INTO ANTON’S SHOULDER, dropping the 
paper. In an instant Maggie lifts Anton's wallet and 
removes a credit card. 


ANTON (op. Sorry... 


Anton bends to pick up Sam's paper. As he stands, Mag; 
gie slips the wallet back in his pocket. She walks forward, 
nodding to Sam as she passes him. Anton hands Sam 
the paper with a casual smile and starts to walk on when 


SAM GRABS ANTON BY THE SHOULDER 


Anton looks back at him, perplexed. Maggie glances 
back and stops. She raises her visor in disbelief. Sam has 
snapped. 


SAM Sorry? SORRY? You should be goddamned sorry. You 
think you can just trample on a person, say, “I'm SOR RY?” 
Well, you can’t. There has to be something more you can say 
when you walk all over somebody, take what's his. 


ANTON Look, buddy, why don’t you take it easy for— 


SAM I'm starving! I'm starving and you throw food every- 
where. Everywhere! 


ANTON (Puts a hand on Sam's shoulder) Hey, relax . . . 


SUDDENLY. SAM LUNGES OUT AND HITS ANTON IN THE 
FACE. Anton loses his balance and grabs Sam by the col- 
lar, throwing him to the ground on top of him. Anton s 
associates try to break it up. Anton stumbles to his feet, 
dazed as Sam breaks free and takes off down the street. 


EXT. JONES STREET - DAY 

Maggie is on her bike as Sam comes running up. He 
jumps on the back. 

MAGGIE | think we took a little detour from the plan there. 


They take off. Sam is exhilarated and still pumped with 
adrenaline. 


SAM | really hit him, didn’t I? 
MAGGIE You smacked him one all right! How'd it feel? 
SAM Better than math, I'll tell you that! 


He holds on tight as they go roaring around a corner. 














EXT. SIDEWALK STREET VENDORS - DAY 

Maggie and Sam walk down the street examining the 
vendors’ wares. Sam holds items already purchased: A 
WWII helmet and a leather jacket. 


SAM Maybe I shouldn't have hit him. 


Maggie throws her hands in the air, exasperated. Sam spots 
something and stops, takes a convex piece of glass from 
one of the vendors’ boxes. 


SAM It was wrong. It isn’t his fault. He's just in love. He’s just 
in love, the same as me. 


He holds up the lens, magnifying Maggie in his POV. 


MAGGIE Define love. 
SAM Why? 
MAGGIE Because every other word out of your mouth is 


“love” and I'd like to know what it is, this magical ideal of 
yours. Define it. 


REVERSE POV - Maggie looks through another lens, 
making Sam look tiny. 


SAM Well, | don’t know, it’s like, like all of your life you walk 
around with this emptiness in your stomach, like you're com- 
pletely hollow. And if you're in love, you feel, well, full. Not 
hollow anymore. 


MAGGIE Not hollow. That's it? That's all? 


EXT. STREET - HOT DOG STAND ~- DAY 
Sam and Maggie wait as the VENDOR prepares their 
dogs. 


SAM No— it... It's like. . . without it, there’s nothing, a 
shell, a cavernous emptiness. 


Maggie rolls her eyes. 
SAM Forget it. You can’t define it. 


MAGGIE When | was a kid, my father had this dog. It 
started to get all weak and sickly so he took it to the vet. The 
doctor examines it and says that a maggot must have laid 
eggs in the dog's butt. The vet says there isn’t much they can 
do, the baby maggots have crawled up and now they've 
started to grow, and eventually they're going to eat the dog 
alive from the inside out. 


Maggie eats her hot dog. Sam refrains, disgusted. 


MAGGIE They say it should be put to sleep, old dog any- 
way... But Father won't do it. He takes it home, puts it on 
his bed and starts to reach up into the dog, picking out the 
maggots with his fingers one by one. Takes him all night, but 


he gets every last one. Dog outlived my father . . . That's 
love, Sam. 


Sam studies Maggie for a moment. 


SAM You're not that tough, Maggie. I can tell, you're not 
that tough. (Pauses) And you can pretty much forget about 
a career with Hallmark. 


Maggie looks at him, her eyes betraying the slightest hint of 
a smile. 


EXT. BANK —- ATM MACHINE - DAY 
Maggie punches numbers into the ATM. 


SAM So what is your plan anyway? What are you going to 
do to him? 


MAGGIE How do you destroy a man? Step one, take his 
money. Step two, take his love. Step three, his self-respect. 
Step four, finish him off. 


SAM You've put some thought into this. 

MAGGIE Just a bit. 

Money appears from the ATM. Maggie delicately takes it. 
EXT. FLOWER DISTRICT - STREET - DAY 

Sam and Maggie walk through the lush foliage. 

SAM What are we doing here? 

MAGGIE Anton's having an affair. 

SAM (Astonished) He is? 

MAGGIE Sure going to look that way when Linda finds the 


receipts... 


INT. FLOWER SHOP - DAY 
They enter. The employees sort through the abundance 
of fresh-cut flowers. 


MAGGIE |'!] take everything on the table. Send them to 
this address. 

SAM Where are you sending the flowers? 

MAGGIE To my Nana. The old battle axe just loves roses. 
Maggie flips Anton’ credit card in her fingers before hand- 
ing it to the cashier. 


EXT. JEWELER’S - DAY 
Maggie and Sam exit. Maggie turns to look at herseif in the 
reflection of the window, retrieving a newly purchased ring. 


SAM Won't he miss the card? 
Maggie slips the ring on her finger. 
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MAGGIE He only uses his platinum. He won't know what 
hit him until the bill comes. 


INT. LOFT - DAY 
The loft is as we left it. . . Barren and stark. 


Sam and Maggie rise up in the elevator, carrying a mat- 
tress. On top of it are stacked bags of groceries, hard- 
ware, a lamp or two and a few plants. Sam and Maggie 
maneuver across the room avoiding the X-ed floor- 
boards, then drop the mattress. Sam sits on it, out of 
breath. 


MAGGIE Come on, Sam, let's go. Busy little beavers we . .. 


She exits. Sam rises and follows, amazed at her stamina. 


EXT. WASHINGTON SQUARE - DAY 

Maggie and Sam watch a young STREET COMIC and his 
NASTY LITTLE MONKEY finish their act to the applause 
of the surrounding crowd. The monkey holds a donation 
cup as the comic circles. Maggie heads toward the comic 
gs the crowd disburses. Sam follows. The comic looks up 
at Maggie as he gathers his belongings. 


MAGGIE How much to put lipstick on the monkey? 
The comic looks up at her with a jaded squint. 
COMIC Is this for you or for him? 


SAM | don't touch the monkey. I don’t want to have any- 
thing to do with the monkey. I hate the monkey. 


Maggie counts off money and dangles it at the comic. 
MAGGIE How's fifty? 
The comic looks up at the money, then to Maggie. 


COMIC For fifty I'll strap on a garter belt and wax her legs. 


EXT. WASHINGTON SQUARE - LATER 
Sam and Maggie sit on a bench nearby, obscured by 
bushes. Sam holds binoculars. 


SAM Here he comes. 


Anton walks briskly through the square. Maggie waves a 
signal lo the comic, surrounded by spectators. She motions 
foward Anton. The comic nods. 


COMIC (Puts an ear to the monkeys mouth) What? What? 
Oh no, you say you are in love? With who? Oh no, you are in 
love with that man? 


The comic points toward Anton. The crowd laughs. Anton 
passes by unaware. 


COMIC You love another man! 


The monkey leaps out of the comic’s hands and bounds 
OVER THE CROWD toward ANTON. 

COMIC Come back, Greta! 

The monkey reaches Anton and LEAPS UP onto bis shoul- 
ders. Anton SCREAMS, startled. The CROWD ROARS with 


laughter. Sam and Maggie look on, grinning widely as the 
monkey latches onto Anton. It kisses him on the head, the 


face, the neck. Anton tries desperately to dislodge it. He sees 


the crowd laughing at him hysterically. 
ANTON (jet this goddamn monkey off of my back! 
The crowd laughs even harder. 


COMIC Greta. come back to me. That man would never make 
you happy like I could. I love you, Greta! 


The monkey takes its cue and leaps away from Anton, hop- 

ping over the delighted crowd and back into the comic's 
arms. The comic circles, collecting donations. Anton, 
annoyed as hell, walks on, wiping lipstick from his face. 


INT. LOFT - DAY 
Sam finishes attaching the lens he found at the market to 
the camera obscura. 


Maggie’s attention is drawn to the CAMERA OBSCURA 
image as Anton enters the Lovenest. 


MAGGIE Okay, here we go. Target's home. 


Sam's new lens brings the Lovenest POV to a TELEPHOTO 
view. 


INT. LOVENEST 

Linda is packing a suitcase as Anton enters, agitated. 
LINDA Hi, Hon. 

ANTON Hi. 

LINDA What's wrong? 


ANTON Bankers. They want to know every little thing. 
What do they know about the restaurant business? They know 
nothing. 


LINDA Poor baby... C'mon, help me pack, we can be out 
of here in an hour. 


ANTON Maybe we shouldn't go. I have se rnuch to do 
and— 


LINDA No, no, not again . . . Two days in the country won't 
kill you. You need this. 


Linda rubs his back, coaxing him. Her expression changes 
as she notices the LIPSTICK on Anton ’s collar 
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IN THE LOFT 

Maggie and Sam lean forward expectantly. 

SAM There. She sees it. She— 

MAGGIE Shhhh! 

LINDA 0.5.) Anything you want to tell me? 
ANTON (0.5.) What? 

Linda takes his collar and pulls it up to show it to him. 
ANTON (0.8.) Oh merde, my shirt. 

SAM Turn it up . . . | can’t hear. 

MAGGIE SHHHHH! 


They shush each other. Maggie turns up the sound. They 
both watch, riveted. 


ANTON /(0.5.) You'll never believe this. I'm walking 
through Washington Square, and this stupid man with a 
monkey— 


LINDA A street performer? 


ANTON Street performer? A son of a bitch . .. The monkey 
jumps on me and will not let go of me. . . 


LINDA 0.5.) You're kidding. 


ANTON (0.5.) No, I'm not kidding. And the people are 
laughing, and the monkey is kissing me, kissing me and it 
won't stop. 


A beat. 
CLOSE ON LINDA. She stares at Anton. 


CLOSE ON SAM AND MAGGIE, expectant. Then... 
Linda starts to laugh. Sam's face falls. 


ANTON (0.5.) Don’t laugh. This is a three-hundred-dollar 
shirt. (Linda laughs hysterically) You think it’s funny? Yes? 
(She nods, laughing) Let's see how you like it. 


He starts to kiss her frantically, imitating the monkey. She 
laughs even harder as they fall onto the couch. 


SAM Well, that went pretty well, don’t you think? 
She throws him a bottle of tequila. 
MAGGIE Drink up, old pal, tonight we're going in. 


INT. LOFT —- NIGHT 

Glancing occasionally out the window, Maggie pins pic- 
tures to her COLLAGE. It is now bigger, the quality of a 
SELF-PORTRAIT starting to emerge . . . The tortured 
expression on the crude face evokes the visceral quality 
of a Francis Bacon painting. 


Maggie stops working as, below, Linda and Anton load 
their stuff into a taxi and start away. 


Sam sits next to the fish tank, where he keeps his grow- 
ing collection of water bugs, and takes a swig from the 
bottle, tipsy. 

MAGGIE Okay, you got the receipts? 

SAM | think I maybe do. . . Yep. 

MAGGIE Let's go. 


She takes the bottle and gulps down a slug. As they exit, 
she picks the WORM from between her teeth and stares at il 
disapprovingly. 


MAGGIE This worm is drunk. 


INT. LOVENEST - DOOR 

A closed door. The SOUND of a key going into a lock. . . 
The doorknob TURNS, then the door slowly creaks 
OPEN. Sam and Maggie enter slowly, looking around. Sam 
in particular seems struck by a kind of quiet awe, as if he's 
entering a secret tomb. They're both a tad inebriated. 


MAGGIE (Quietly) Close it. 


Sam gently closes the door, continuing to take in the room 
reverentially, 


SAM It’s so much smaller than it looks on TV... 


Maggie moves across the room and behind the bar, where 
she proceeds to take off her pants. Sam doesn't notice. Hes 
hypnotized by the room; the pictures on the wall, the knick- 
knacks .. . Sam picks up a sweater draped over a chair and 
puts it to his face, taking in its scent and familiarity . . . 


SAM Linda... 
MAGGIE (0.5.) Catch. 


Maggie throws Sam something and he catches it. It’s her 
panties. Sam is confused. Maggie starts to pour a couple 
of drinks. She spills quite a bit on the bar. 


MAGGIE The couch. 

SAM What? 

MAGGIE Put them in the couch. 
SAM You're kidding. 

MAGGIE Just do it. 

SAM Why were you wearing them? 
MAGGIE Authenticity. 

Sam smiles giddily. 


MAGGIE Hurry up and don’t make it obvious. And turn 
the lights down, for chrissakes. 


____d 





SAM What are you gonna do? 


Maggie flashes the receipts. Sam nods. Maggie gulps down 
the drink, trips over a chair and enters a door to the right, 
closing it behind her. Sam proceeds to stuff the panties 
hetween the couch cushions, holding Linda’s sweater to his 
chest like a security blanket. 


INT. LINDA'S CLOSET/DARKROOM 

Maggie enters. Linda’s hanging clothes and shelves sur- 
round her. In the back is an area with a photo enlarger, 
old chemical trays and a few yellow curled pictures 
hanging on clothespins. Maggie's old darkroom. She gives 
these a brief glance, then calculates the best place to put 
the receipts. She opens a drawer and starts to put the 
receipts among various papers when she sees a shoe- 
box overflowing with snapshots. She puts it aside, then 
reconsiders, opening it reticently. 


Inside are pictures of Linda and Anton in New York, 
happy new lovers . . . She slowly flips through the photos, 
betraying no emotion, until she arrives at a picture of 
Anton and a smiling blond woman embracing at the base 
of the Arc de Triomphe . . . As we look more closely, we 
realize that this woman is Maggie herself . . . As she 
pauses to look at the picture, Maggie's eyes betray the 
slightest hint of vulnerability. 


INT. BATHROOM 

Sam enters, and inspects the various items on the sink. 
He smells one of Linda's brushes, then smells a wash- 
cloth and then her perfume bottle and begins a sniffing 
frenzy of everything else that might hold her scent. Then 
he picks up Anton's aftershave, sniffs it, then douses 
himself, imitating Anton. 


SAM Not horrible . . . 
He takes Anton’s brush and runs it through his hair. 
SAM Perfection. 


Then he gets a thought. He swirls the brush in the toilet, then 
replaces it delicately. 


SAM Joild. 


INT. BEDROOM 

Maggie moves into the bedroom, looking around. She 
moves to the bed and sits thoughtfully, noticing the little 
touches of Linda about the room. She runs her fingers 
along the edge of an embroidered pillow sham . . . A del- 
icate earring twinkles on Linda's bedside table. After 
considering it for a beat, she removes her own earring 
and puts on Linda’s. She looks at herself in the mirror, 
then notices Linda's open closet in the reflection. A white 
dress stands out from the others, one we've seen Linda 


in before. Maggie stands, moves to it, runs her fingers 
down the material . . . 


INT. BATHROOM 
Sam is now wearing Anton's sarong, bare-chested, looking 
at himself in a mirror. 


SAM (French accent) Look at me, | am so fabulous, | am 
so beautiful, witness my matted chest hair . . . 


VOICE (0.5.) Hey... 


He turns. His eyes widen as he sees, through the doorway 
into the bedroom, LINDA IN SILHOUETTE. She takes a step 
forward into the light, and he realizes it is NOT Linda, but 
Maggie in Linda's dress, her hair up like Linda’. 


MAGGIE So? What do you think? 

SAM You look... You... 

MAGGIE (mere, you gotta see this. 

She hobbles drunkenly back into the bedroom. Sam follows. 


INT. BEDROOM 
As Sam enters, Maggie grabs him from behind, playfully 
covers his eyes and leads him across the room. 


MAGGIE Relax .. . relax. (Brings him to a halt) Ready? 
(Sam nods) Okay, look at this. 


Maggie hands him a framed photo and uncovers his eyes. 
In the picture, Anton and Linda pose cheek-to-cheek, smiling 
at the camera. 


MAGGIE Now look there. 


Sam looks straight abead into a MIRROR, and in it Sam 
and Maggie look remarkably like Anton and Linda. Maggie 
puts her arm around Sam and squeezes her cheek to his in 
a pose that mirrors the photograph. Sam continues to gaze 
into the mirror’ reflection, then, as if it were the most nat- 
ural thing in the world. . . he turns toward Maggie ever 
so slightly and, closing his eves, kisses her... A REAL kiss. . . 
And she tightens her hold on him so that they are now facing 
each other, and damn if she doesn't kiss him back. . . 


INT. BEDROOM - LATER 

Maggie and Sam in Linda and Anton's bed, their eyes 
closed in their fantasy. 

SAM | love you, Linda. 

As she kisses him. . . 

MAGGIE | hate you, Anton... 


INT. LOFT 
In the empty loft we hear, through the speakers of the 
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bugging equipment, the soft sounds of Sam and Maggie 
in bed. 


MAGGIE /0.8.) .. . | hate your guts. 
FADE OUT 


INT. THE LOVENEST BEDROOM - MORNING 

Sam's sleeping face is pressed into the pillow. Slowly, the 
pillow moves as it is being pulled from under his head. His 
eyes open to a groggy squint. 


MAGGIE | have to make the bed. 

Maggie's in her street clothes. Sam turns to the closet. 
Linda’s white dress hangs, neatly pressed. Maggie's face ts 
blank. Unreadable. The only sounds in the room are the 
distant street traffic outside. 

SAM 0h. Sure, sure. 

Sam gets out of bed. He watches as Maggie starts to make 
the bed. Her movements are stiff, almost robotic. Starting 
to feel self-conscious, Sam begins to dress himself. 

SAM Um... Maggie, I— 

MAGGIE (No/ looking al him) You should go clean up the 
kitchen. We really should get out of here. 


SAM Maggie, | think we should talk. (No response) | think 
we should talk. 


MAGGIE Nothing to talk about. 
Maggie exits and goes to the bathroom. Sam follows. 


SAM Yes, there is. Something happened and I want to talk 
about it. 


MAGGIE (Severely) Nothing happened. Do you under- 
stand me, Sam? Nothing happened. 


SAM Look, | know just what you're going through. I'm 
going through the same 


MAGGIE (Get this straight, pal. I'm not like you. | don’t 
care what you're going through and frankly if | thought you 
and I were alike in even the most trivial way I'd tie a rope 
around my neck and— 





She stops herself and exits abruptly into the study. 


INT. LOVENEST - STUDY 
Maggie straightens up quietly as Sam enters. Anton's 
picture looms on the wall. A beat. 


MAGGIE |i sorry. 


A long beat as Sam continues to clean the room. 


SAM List night wasn’t us, Maggie. 


MAGGIE | know. I'm glad you know. 
sam looks down, fiddling with something, thinking. 


SAM You know, maybe... | don’t know . . . Maybe we 
should just call ita day... 


Maggie stops working. 


MAGGIE [Do you want to know what's going to happen to 
her, Sam? Are you interested? 


sam nods slowly, registering the intensity in her eves. 


MAGGIE He's going to make her feel like she’s the only 
woman in the world. When he looks at her, it'll be just the 
way a kid looks at a Christmas tree, all lit up and shiny. And 
for the first time she'll feel like she’s really been seen, and 
really been loved . . . (Beat) And it may be a whole month 
after he’s gone that she realizes he was just using her to get 
avisa and... It'll change her, Sam. 


SAM (Jouched) ... | understand. 


sam looks at her for a long moment. then he exits the study. 
Maggie watches, not sure where he’s going. He stops at the 
table, glancing up al Maggie, then out the window. 


SAM /So//) You know, it’s always bugged me that I can’t see 
the left side of her face at dinnertime. 


Maggie smiles. 
MAGGIE Yeah), me too. 


Maggie joins him and helps drag the heavy table over a 
bit, a new partnership between them. 


EXT. STREET - DAY 

Sam stands across the street from ANTON’S RESTAU- 
RANT. A small sign on the window reads “Dishwasher 
Wanted.” Sam pauses, summoning courage, then crosses 
the street. 


INT. ANTON'S BISTRO 
Sam enters and looks around. The employees scurry 
around preparing for the night’s business. Anton impa- 
tiently issues orders, snapping at his staff imperiously. 
Sam approaches with trepidation. Anton looks up sharply 
in the middle of a rant. 


ANTON What’ 
SAM |, | uh, saw your sign. The job. 


Anton stares al Sam, scrutinizing bim. His gaze bores right 


through Sam. Then, a decision made, Anton shakes his 
head “no.” Then he goes back to berating his employees 
withoul a word to Sam. 


SAM Excuse me... I— 
ANTON Nothing here for you. Go. 











SAM But why? |— 


ANTON | need a reason in my own restaurant! | don't 
like your face, that’s why. 


Anton fixes his gaze on Sam like a lion. Sam turns and 
starts away. Anton s eyes follow him as he moves tou ard 
the door. Then, as Sam passes one of the tables, he reaches 

out and adjusts a flower vase, moving tt dead center, then 

continues on. 


ANTON Wait. Why did you do that? 

Sam turns al the doorway. 

SAM Do what? 

ANTON The flower. Why did you move it like that? 
SAM | wanted it to be in the middle of the table. 
ANTON Why’? 

SAM (Jhinking) Why? Because . . . Because . . . 


Anton stares at him. The answer is very important. He 
stares back at Anton with conviction. 


SAM It's just something that I have to do. 

A beat. 

ANTON Perhaps at heart you seek perfection. 
SAM Yes. Perhaps | do. 

Anton scrutinizes him. 


ANTON | like that. Are you ready to work for nothing? 
When | say nothing, | mean it, peanuts, minimum. Yeah? 


SAM Sure. 
ANTON Good, go talk to Paul. You start now. 
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ANTON Almost done, 5 aaa Good work. Why don’t you stop 
working for a moment. 


Sam stops working and turns to Anton. 


ANTON | know who you are. It took me a while, but I fig- 
ured it out. 


Anton moves toward Sam. Sam is paralyzed. Anton losses 
arag at Sam. 


ANTON Dry off your hands. 


sam does, watching Anton approach, Anton stops, lakes a 
breath, nods, and then STRIKES SAM IN THE FACE. Sam is 
thrown against the counter by the blow. Anton moves back 


lo the wall and takes another puff from his cigarette as 


SUM FeCOUers. 

ANTON It was you that attacked me that day. I couldn't 
see your eyes but I don’t forget a face. (He studies him) You 
didn't put an address down on your application. Why? (Sam 
tries to think of a response) You're homeless, aren't you? 


SAM Well, |... 


ANTON Don't be ashamed. You know, I was hungry myself 
once... And I would see a rich man, a man I envied, and | 
would want to—to strangle him. But that is not the way. You 
must better yourself, that is the way. 


Anton offers his hand and helps Sam to his feet. 


ANTON We're even now. You still have your job. I like a 
man who fights for what he wants. But if you ever mess with 
me again I'll rip out your eyes and fuck your skull. (Sfarts fo 
exit, then turns) Wtwas a ood punch, wasn't it? Solid. 


SAM Yeah. It was nice. 
Incredibly, Anton winks at Sam like an old friend. then exits. 
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MAGGIE So you did all his dishes... Let him punch you in 
the face... What's your thinking, Sam? I feel like I'm missing 


something. 
SAM I'm not really sure. 


MAGGIE Whiat was your plan? 
Sam helps Maggie secure a hose around the water tower 
supports. 


SAM No plan. | just wanted to face him. To be in the same 
room with him, talk to him. In my mind he was like this 


god... 
MAGGIE And now what do you think? 


SAM Well, it’s not like he’s God god anymore . . . He's more 
like a volcano god, a sea god, you know, one of those sub- 
gods .. . Maggie, I think he /ikes me. 


They finish running the water line around the tower to a 


homemade shower stall. Sam holds an upright piece of 


piping while Maggie lightens the connection u ith a wrench. 
Maggie steps inside, closing the curtain. 


SAM One thing, though... 
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MAGGIE Jes’ 

SAM He said something about having sex with my skull. 
Maggie throws out her clothes. 

MAGGIE 0h. Don't worry, he says that to everybody. 


SAM | just don’t like the sound of that. I don't like the 
image it conjures. 


MAGGIE | can't honestly say | blame you, Sam. 


The water comes on... Maggie SCREAMS from the cold. 


EXT. WASHINGTON SQUARE - AFTERNOON 
We see a number of CHILDREN playing in the square. 


SAM (0.5.)... 1 fell off the third rung of the jungle gym, 
face first, broke this tooth here right in half. Lying on my 
back. Blood all over my face. Kids were yelling, teachers 
running over, freaking out. 


We reveal Sam and Maggie sitting on the same bench as 
before. A handful of children are gathered in a semi-circle 
around them. As Maggie and Sam talk, Maggie distributes 
water pistols to each child. 

MAGGIE (70 401) Wait your turn, hon... 


As each kid gets his water pistol from Maggie, be moves to 


Sam, who loads the guns with water and a few drops of 


PERFUME. Then, assembly-line style. Maggie hands each 
a lten-dollar bill. 


SAM | looked up, covered with blood, and there she was. 
Lying across the top of the jungle gym, looking down at me. 
This worried little smile on her face. And I swear to God, all 
the pain just went away. Poof. That’s when I knew. 


The li'l mercenaries are now all armed and paid. Maggie 
produces a picture of Anton and passes it around. Then 
she shoos them away. They scramble into the background 
and disappear from sight, having secured hiding places. 


MAGGIE Once | took pictures of a bunch of ducklings that 
had imprinted on this gardener in a park. He was the first 
thing they saw, so they thought he was Mommy, and they 
used to chase him around all day while he drove around on 
his lawn mower, “quack quack quack.” 

SAM Yes! That's exactly what it feels like. Like she’s branded 
in my brain... | wake up, | think about her. I go to bed, | 
think about her. 

MAGGIE Yeah, well, what happened with this guy was 
one day he forgot the ducks were there. He put the mower 
in reverse and chewed ‘em to pieces. 

SAM Don't you know any happy stories? 


In the background, Anton appears, walking across the 
square. Suddenly the group of children run from their 


hiding places toward him, squirting him with glee. He tries 
fo chase them, but they scatter and disappear as quickly as 
they materialized. 


Sam and Maggie glance back at the ruckus nonchalantly. 
Maggie raises her camera and takes a picture of Anton 
bebind Sam. 


MAGGIE Better get back. 

INT. LOFT - NIGHT 

SAM AND MAGGIE watch the CAMERA OBSCURA 
IMAGE of LINDA AND ANTON preparing for a dinner 
party .. . (Intercut as necessary) 

LINDA /0.5.) Perfume. 

ANTON /0.5.) Yes. From their guns. 

LINDA /0.5.) Perfume from their guns. 

ANTON /0..5.) Yes, water guns. 

LINDA (0.5.) Squirt guns. 


ANTON (0.5.; as if that solves the mystery) Yes! That's it, 
squirt guns. Strange, eh? 


Anton suddenly runs to the kitchen. 

ANTON (0.5.) Ooh! I'm going to burn the lamb! 

SAM Look, he’s trying to weasel out of it. 

MAGGIE Sam, he didn't do anything. 

SAM 0h). Yeah. 

Linda takes a long beat, looking at Anton, very unsure. . . 
LINDA (/0.8.) Anton? 

ANTON /0).5.) Yes? 


LINDA /0.5.) Don’t you think it’s a little... peculiar... 
that little children would be shooting perfume at you? Per- 


fume? 


SAM Yes! Go Linda. 


ANTON /0.5.) | thought it was something American kids 
do, a fad, I don’t know. Should we make spinach or eggplant? 


LINDA (0.5.) It’s very expensive perfume, Anton. | used to 
wear that perfume. 


MAGGIE Good call, Sam. (7hey “high-five’) 

ANTON (0.8.; making a joke) Well, screwy rich New 
York kids . . . 

LINDA (0.8. ; methodically) Last week you had lipstick on 
your collar. 

ANTON /0.5.) From the monkey. 


LINDA /0.8.) From the monkey, yes. And now perfume. 
From squirt guns from rich New York kids. (Passe) What do 




















you think the odds are of something like this happening to 
one person? 


ANTON (0.8. ) Odds? Who knows? Ask a mathematician. 
Ask your old boyfriend the Milky Way Man. 

MAGGIE That's you, Sam! 

ANTON /0.8.) What are you getting at? You're driving me 
crazy! 


LINDA (0.8.) What am I getting at? What am | GETTING 
AT? (Takes a moment to calm down) Anton, | want you to 
promise me something. If you were ever doing anything . . . 
Just promise . . . that you'd tell me. 


Anton stops cooking and lakes her in his arms. 

ANTON (0.5.) Why are you even thinking of such a 
thing? 

LINDA (0.5.) We could work it out, you know? I just 
couldn't take it if you were lying to me, okay? 


ANTON (0.5.) Linda, why would I have sex with ham- 
burger when I can make love to a steak? 

MAGGIE The man is a poet... 

LINDA /0.8.) Just promise? 

ANTON (0.8.) Of course. 

Anton kisses her. 


MAGGIE She’s this close, Sam. This close. 


EXT. LOVENEST APARTMENT BUILDING - CAMERA 
OBSCURA POV 

DINNER PARTY GUESTS eat and chat festively at the 
dining room table. At the end of the table sits Linda, a 
distracted look on her face. 


INT. LOFT 
Sam sits alone at the camera obscura, watching. Maggie 
enters from below with a grocery bag. 


MAGGIE What did | miss? 

SAM | think we're getting to them. I definitely think we're 
vetting to them... 

Maggie settles in, removing Chinese food containers from 
the bag. Sam looks over. 

SAM You get sweet and sour? 


MAGGIE ()f course. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. LOFT - LATER 

The camera obscura’s image shows Linda and Anton 
now on the couch, still a little tense, as the remaining 


partygoers mingle around them. 


Maggie and Sam sit on their couch, empty Chinese food 
containers scattered about, watching the projection. 
They munch popcorn out of Sam's helmet as if they were 
at the movies, adding a “dubbed movie” soundtrack to 
Anton and Linda’s image as their lips move. 


MAGGIE (Sophia Loren voice) Please, no, don’t kiss me 
like that... No... Brute! Get away! 


SAM (Marcello Mastroianni voice) My \amb, | must have 
you. Right now, as my love is throbbing at quite a fevered 
cadence! 


MAGGIE No, you cannot have me. My love is reserved for 
another. 


SAM You cannot mean— 
MAGGIE \es! The Milky Way Man. 


SAM No, anyone but him! But tell me, how can | compete 
with a man who predicts alpha cluster emissions! To him | 
am nothing, a worm! 


MAGGIE Not every man can be a Milky Way Man. 
SAM My love, | am disheartened greatly by this news. 
MAGGIE Whiat will you do now? 


SAM Forlorn, | will roam the solitary landscape, thinking 
of you and pausing occasionally to have sex with skulls. 


MAGGIE (\/i/les a laugh) That is good. Now be quiet about 
that or I will make you eat another one of these pig testicles. 


In the image. Linda pushes a chocolate into Anton's mouth. 
Sam and Maggie roar with laughter, throwing popcorn 
into each other's mouth playfully. Then they settle down 
and look at each other affectionately, leaning in ever so 
slightly closer to each other. Or maybe it just feels that way. 
Abruptly, they both turn away self-consciously and look 
hack to the “screen” where Anton and Linda share a kiss. 


INT. ANTON’S RESTAURANT - DISHWASHING ROOM 
Sam washes dishes. Anton enters. He wearily lights a 
cigarette and leans against the wall. 

ANTON Ahhh... I've been dying for one of these all night. 
SAM C.in | ask you a question, Anton? 

ANTON sure. 

SAM How do you like America? 

ANTON Whi do you ask? 


SAM | don't know, you're French, you must get lonely for 
your home country . . . 
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ANTON Screw my country. | am not French. | am Ameri- 
can. | was shit in my country. Do you know Superman? 
SAM \es... 

ANTON hat is who | am. | am Superman. France was like 
Krypton, my home planet. On Krypton, everybody was Super- 
man. You make a nice sauce, everybody makes a nice sauce. 
You say hello to a nice woman with your accent, everybody 
says hello... But here, here on Earth... The moment | 
arrived, | knew. THIS was a place I had special powers! This 
place | could take by the balls! What do they know about 
food, about culture? Nothing, Zip. | talk about my shitty little 
town back home, the bankers open their checkbooks for me, 
“How charming you are, Anton!” | read out of the phone 
book with my French accent and the women around me 
become hypnotized, wet as morning daisies. Here I have these 
powers. Back home | was nothing. Here am Superman. Fuck 
France. 


He takes a puff of bis cigarette. Puts bis arm around Sam. 


ANTON Now, you... You are not from Krypton, but still 
you have opportunity in this country. Look at you, yesterday, 
no job, no future. Today, a step up. A little step, but a step. 
Soon you can afford a place to live, get a girlfriend — 


SAM (Defensively) | have a girlfriend. 

ANTON No, really? Pretty girl? 

SAM She's the most wonderful woman in the world. 
ANTON She must love you a good deal. 

SAM Why? You think women only want men for their money? 


ANTON Not just money. Power. Success. Don’t fool your- 
self, dishwasher. It’s in their genetics. They want a man who 
takes what he wants. 


SAM | don't think that’s true. 


ANTON Listen: My girlfriend was seeing a man when I met 
her. | asked her back to my place. Just for coffee, of course. 
And I start to ask her about him. Very innocently, of course. 


SAM ()f course. 


Sams hand tightens around the glass he’s washing. 


ANTON And she had many wonderful things to say about 
him. How nice he was. How devoted he was. How gentle. And | 
started to probe, in very subtle ways . . . How strong he was . . . 
How successful he was . .. How powerful . .. | was good. And 
in no time at all we were lying on the couch together. And she 
was still defending him, how kind he was, how gentle, but she 
was kissing me. She wanted me to force her away from him, 
you could see it in her eyes. She wanted the battle. She was 
crying, too, but she kept on kissing me... (A beat) Later, of 
course, she came like a rocket. 


The glass SHATTERS in Sams hand. It bleeds pretty good. 


ANTON (ops. Don't worry about the glass, | don’t charge 
you. Well, back to the sharks. 


As he goes for the door, it swings open and CECILE enters 
frantically. 


CECILE Anton! He's here. Matheson! 


ANTON Matheson? Are you sure? 
CECILE Look for yourself. 


Anton wheels around and peeks out the dish window. Sam 
looks, too. 
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SAM Did you bring ‘em? 
Maggie leans down to get something out of her bag. 


MAGGIE What | just did was the most revolting thing I’ve 
ever done in my life... You better have a pretty good— 


SAM (Motions inside) Harold Matheson. Food critic for the 
Jimes. 


Maggie looks in, turns to Sam, impressed astonishment. 
MAGGIE Big step. Are you sure you're ready for this? 
Suddenly she DUCKS as Anton enters, harried. Sam turns. 


ANTON Everyone! There is no time for chitty-chat. Every- 
thing must be perfect. Didier, that is cooked! Dishwasher, 
don't drop a dish tonight. | want everything perfect for this 
bastard. Heaven for the pig. 











Anton tosses his cigaretle and exits. Maggie pops back up. 
Sams eyes twinkle as he motions to her, devilishly. 


SAM Girne. 
Maggie lifts a brown paper bag and hands it to him. 
MAGGIE | ve created a monster. 
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INT. DINING ROOM - LATER 

Anton hovers in the background, watching Matheson 
finishing an appetizer. Matheson looks up and waves 
Anton over. Anton moves to his table like a shot. 


MATHESON | asked the steward for a Chignon Blane and 
he brought me this. Any idea how that happened? 


ANTON | took the liberty, Mr. Matheson. It is from my pri- 
vate reserve. 


They exchange smiles. The WAITER brings the food to the 
lable. Then Anton happens to notice . . . 


A WATER BUG. huge. crawling on the floor toward Matheson s 
lable leg. 


MATHESON You know, if | had a suspicious mind, I'd 
think you were trying to get on my good side. 


Anton tries to step on the water bug, but just misses it. Now 


it heads for Matheson s shoe as he takes another gulp of 


wine. 
MATHESON And I'd say your little ruse was working. 
Especially if you found another bottle somewhere close by. 


Anton pushes a spoon off the table “accidentally,” then 
reaches down. He puts his hand over the water bug. picks it 
up, stands, remembers the spoon, picks it up with the other 
hand and hands it to the WAITER. Anton is obviously dis- 
tressed by the disgusting thing in his fist. He puts his hands 
behind his back. 

ANTON Certainly, | think we might find you a bottle or 
two. Well, enjoy your meal. 


He tries to beat a hasty retreat, but— 


MATHESON | know France quite well. Whereabouts are 
you from? 


THE WATER BUG squeezes through Anton’ fingers and 
climbs UP HIS SLEEVE. Anton fights for composure. 
ANTON A small province in the South. Beaucaire. 


Matheson starts to eat. Anton shifts uncomfortably from 
the water bug in his clothing. 


MATHESON (elween mouthfuls) | think I've passed 
through there. Is it near Nimes? 


Anton spots another WATER BUG scrambling across the 
floor. 


ANTON Excuse me? 


Several DINERS start to MURMUR, having spotted a water 
bug nearby. Anton moves to block Matheson ’s view. 


MATHESON Js it near Nimes? 


Matheson s fork severs a bite of crépe and looks back up to 


Anton. 


ANTON Jes, near there. 


Anton looks down at Matheson ’s fork and tries to contain 


his horror as A WATER BUG fights to pull itself out of the 
bite of crépe. 

MATHESON A little south, no? On the other side of the 
hills? 


Matheson waves the fork to illustrate. Anton is paralyzed. 
The fork hangs in the air as Matheson takes a sip of wine 
with bis free hand. 


ANTON (//)prolized) A little south, yes . . . 
As Matheson lifts the fork to bis mouth, the WATER BUG 


frees itself and climbs on lop of the bite. But it’s too late to 
say anything because in the next instant MATHESON PUTS 


IT IN HIS MOUTH. Anton blinks. Its hard to say what 
exactly is going through his mind at this instant. 


And then, Matheson bites down. Crunch. He looks dis- 
turbed. Crunch. He looks at Anton. He's white. Keeerunch. 


Around the restaurant, many diners spot water bugs, 
and stand from their tables, alarmed. 


INT. DISHWASHING ROOM 
We hear the SOUNDS of disgust and mayhem from the 
dining room. Sam hums cheerfully as he washes dishes. 


EXT. BROADWAY - NIGHT 

Maggie and Sam walk up the sidewalk, not talking, not 
even looking at each other. Then Sam snorts out a laugh, 
and they both nearly collapse into a short burst of conta- 
gious laughter. They walk a few more paces silently, their 
faces red from laughing, looking literally in pain from the 
mirth. Then a look from Sam to Maggie sets them off 
again and they howl with unrestrained laughter. Appar- 
ently this pattern has been repeating for some time. 


INT. LOFT — NIGHT 
Sam and Maggie sip champagne as they listen to the 
bugging equipment. 


INT. LOVENEST 
In the Lovenest, Anton paces anxiously. 


LINDA /0.5.) It couldn't have been that bad. You just think 
it was. I'll bet nobody even noticed. 
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Sam and Maggie burst out laughing, then “shush” each 
other affectionately. 


ANTON /0.5.) You weren't there. It was horrible. The look 
on Matheson’s face when he . . . Its legs were going like “bis 
in his mouth and... What are you sailing about? 


LINDA /0.8.) I'm sorry. 


ANTON /0.8.) It won't be funny when I have to beg for 
money in the street. Everything | have is in that restaurant. 


LINDA /0..5.) We'll be okay. | have my job. 


ANTON (0...) You don’t even know what I pay for this 
place! Your teacher's salary won't pay for the toilet paper! 


LINDA (0.8.) That's because they don’t pay teachers what 
they're worth. In some parts of the world, the teacher— 


ANTON /0.5.) Do you mind if we don’t have this discus- 
sion again right now. 


LINDA /0.5.) Fine. 

ANTON /0.8.) Don't be angry. 

LINDA /0.8.) I'm not angry. 

MAGGIE Shie’s angry. (Sam nods agreement) 


ANTON /0.5.) What if... What if they close me down 
permanently. What would you do? 


LINDA /0.8.) What do you mean? 


ANTON /0.5.) | mean, if | couldn't afford this nice place 
anymore . . . 


LINDA (0.5.) You'll find work. You can always go back to 
modeling. 


ANTON /0..5.) But what if | couldn't get work. Then what? 
What would you do? If | were poor . . . 


Pause. Sam and Maggie eagerly await the answer. 


LINDA /0.5.) Then I would sit out on the curb with you all 
day and sell pencils, and then when night comes we would 
crawl into our cozy little refrigerator box and make love all 
night long, and then sell more pencils at sunup. 


Maggie makes an obscene gesture with her fist to indicate 
her disbelief. Anton gazes at Linda, then turns and walks 
across the room. 


LINDA /0.5.) Where are you going? 
MAGGIE Where's it going? What's it doing? 


SAM (Picks up binoculars) He's getting something out of 
the bureau. Oh, no. 


MAGGIE What? 
SAM God, NO! 


Anton moves to Linda and opens a small box. 

SAM It's 4 ring. 

MAGGIE (/7:/ersel)) What does it look like? 

SAM God... Circle of diamonds with . . . 

MAGGIE (/i//er/)) With a big fat opal in the middle. Yeah, 
I'm familiar with it. 

SAM That bastard. 

Anton kneels. 

ANTON /0..5.) Marry me. Be my wile. 

A long and excruciating silence. 

SAM /So//ly) No no no nono nono nono... 

LINDA (0.5. ) Yes. I will. Yes! 

Maggie KICKS over the camera obscura. The image disap- 


pears. Sam stares straight ahead, in shock. 


EXT. WASHINGTON SQUARE PARK — NIGHT 

Sullen and silent, Sam and Maggie drown their sorrows, 
drinking beer out of little paper sacks. One of several 
POT DEALERS, trying to sell his wares, turns to them. 


POT DEALER I'm going to have to ask you guys to leave. 


You're depressing my customers. 


INT. LOFT — FIFTH FLOOR — ELEVATOR 

Sam and Maggie enter and morosely start up the eleva- 
tor to the 6th floor. They turn at the sound of a NOISE 
from above, as if somebody is INSIDE. Sam and Maggie 
exchange a glance. Then ANOTHER sound. Maggie nods. 


MAGGIE | heard it. 


INT. LOFT - SIXTH FLOOR 

The elevator rises and comes to a stop. Maggie and Sam 
both heft toilet seats in anticipation of the intruder. Across 
the expanse of the room, an elderly WOMAN rises to her 
feet. Her face smudged with grime, her dress ripped. Sam 
and Maggie stare at her. Maggie's eyes light with delight. 


NANA Dear Christ, Margaret! You mean to tell me there's 
an ELEVATOR? 

MAGGIE Nana!’ 

Maggie crosses to NANA and hugs her. Sam stares. “Nana?” 


NANA Honestly, Margaret, | nearly killed myself getting in 
here! 


MAGGIE (Hugging ber) Oh Nana, you found me. 
NANA .. .| get fifty pounds of flowers delivered to my door, 
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I call the florist and they give your name and this charming 
address. Then the earrings and perfume and a /elevision, for 
chrissakes! What's got into your head, girl? 


MAGGIE | .. . You didn’t like them? 
NANA They were lovely. Just worried about you is all. 
MAGGIE I'm sorry, I should have called . . . 


NANA It's one thing not to call your mother for ages, but if 
you're going to hide from me for two months you better be 
lying dead in the gutter if you know what's good for you. 
(Looks Maggie up and down) What is this you're wearing 
under there? Your tits look like hard little rocks. 


Maggie takes in Sam's presence as Nana adjusts her clothes 
like a little girl. 


MAGGIE Nana, please... 


Nana turns to Sam, a twinkle in her eye. She motions for 
him with her index finger. 


NANA 4s for you! ... Taking my little girl away from me. . . 
Come here now . . . 

She opens her arms. Sam moves forward tentatively. 
Nana gives him a big affectionate hug, patting him on the 
back as if burping a baby. 

NANA I’m Margaret's Nana . . . It's such a pleasure to 
finally meet you, Anton. 


SAM Oh, no, I'm... 


Over Nana’s shoulder he sees Maggie give him a glance. 
She doesn't want to destroy Nana’: illusion of her happi- 
ness . . 


SAM I'm so happy to finally meet you, Nana. 
Nana releases Sam, then picks up her purse. 


NANA Come on now! If we hurry we can get you some 
vanilla custard at DeRobertis before they close. Honestly, Mar- 
garet, you're as skinny as a twig. 


Nana takes Maggie’s hand and leads the way like a 
momma bird. Maggie looks over at Sam, a delicious 
shrug. Sam couldn't be more amused. 


INT. DEROBERTIS 
Maggie eats custard as Nana relates stories of Maggie's 
childhood to an enchanted Sam. 


NANA And she chewed it up, and dribbled it straight out 
into the mouth of that little bird just like she were its momma. 
(To Maggie, who takes a bite of custard) The spoon goes in 
right-side-up, Miss. We were not raised in a barn. 


MAGGIE You have something in your teeth, Nana. Here, 
hand them to me. 





NANA (P/ay/ul) You little bitch! (Looks at watch) Well, 
it’s late, I'd best be getting home. 


MAGGIE Do you have to go already?. . . 


NANA I've got my yoga in the morning. Now the two of 
you move together. I’m going to get a picture. 


She picks up the camera and aims it. . . 


NANA Closer . . . Come on, squeeze in for goodness sakes. 
Put your arm around her, Anton. 





Maggie and Sam move in closer. Sam puts his arm 
around Maggie awkwardly. Nana’s hand reaches in to 
brush Maggie's hair out of the corner of her mouth. 


NANA Maggie, don’t make that face . . . 

MAGGIE I'm 707! 

NANA She always makes a face when you take her picture. 
MAGGIE | do not. 

NANA For Pete’s sake, just act natural. 


Maggie rolls her eyes like a little girl, then tries to just act 
natural. 


NANA Why don’t you give her a kiss, Anton. 

Sam looks at Maggie and after a beat they both burst out 
laughing. 

NANA Oops. My mistake. (She inadvertently snaps a pic- 
ture) 

NANA Don’t be shy. Come on. 

Sam gives Maggie a peck on the cheek, holds the pose. 
NANA You can do better than that, Anton. 

MAGGIE Yeah, Av/on. You can do better than that. 


A playful challenge. Sam looks at Maggie, then goes for it. 
Kisses her on the lips. We hear a CLICK of the camera. As 
they separate, Maggie actually looks a little flustered. She 
turns to Sam with an incredulous smile. They look at each 
other for a moment, each trying to decipher the look in the 
other's eye. . . 


NANA Did you see a flash? God, I hate these things. Okay 
re 





Still looking at each other, Sam and Maggie move in for a 
second time. . . This one is a little slower. Their lips meet. 
Is this a REAL kiss? Neither of them seems entirely sure. A 
FLASH captures the moment. They separate, then Maggie, 
self-conscious, reaches out to the lens, taking the camera. 


MAGGIE (Singsong) Going now. 


NANA All right, take up the check, Maggie. We'll be along 
in a moment. 


| 


Maggie stands, Sam starts to rise when Nana grabs him 
by the arm. 


NANA (/7:/e71s¢) Anton, that girl is precious to me. If you 
hurt her, | will hunt you down, | will find you, and 1 will nail 
your willy to the nearest sturdy beam. Do you understand? 


As intimidating as she is, Sam has to suppress a smile. 
SAM | understand. 

NANA Good boy. 

She pats his thigh, friendly again. 

INT. PORT AUTHORITY —- NIGHT 


Sam and Maggie stand with Nana at the end of a line of 
people boarding a bus. 


NANA You lovebirds run along now. This is an unsavory 
place to be at this hour. 


SAM Nana, why don’t you just spend the night with us? 


NANA At that bohemian hellhole? I'd rather take my 
chances with /bose handsome fellows. 


She motions to some scary-looking LOWLIFES hanging out 
nearby. They glance over, menacingly: 


NANA AND MAGGIE TOGETHER Whit are YOU 
looking at? 
The lowlifes turn away. 


SAM So how long were you waiting at the loft before we 
showed up? 


NANA 0h, not long. I straightened up a little, listened to 
the radio. 

MAGGIE The radio? What r— 

SAM 0h, the radio... 

MAGGIE (/1:/evse curiosity) What was on, Nana? 


NANA (Scraping something off her shoe) Just a little radio 
play, more like a soap opera. I'm ashamed to admit I even 
listened to the silly thing. 


MAGGIE Whiat was it about? 
NANA Whio cares, | want to hear more about the both of you! 
SAM |'i interested, too. 


NANA Well, all right, let's see... there were two characters. 
A French man and a girl. The beginning is him coming 
home. And the girl is upset about something, and we find out 
it’s because she thinks he’s having an affair. The actor who 
played the man was terrible. Worst French accent I've ever 
heard. 







Sam and Maggie hang on every word. Nana moves up to 


the bus, next in line. The driver motions her in. Maggie 
holds up a finger “one second.” 


SAM And’... 


NANA ... And he says, “No I didn’t no I didn’t” and she 
says, “Then explain /Ais.” And it turns out that she found 
some female underthings in the couch while he was sleeping 
the night before, and other things that he can’t explain. And 
he denies it, and she says something about monkeys, I didn’t 
really follow that part, and then everything is very quiet for a 
bit and then he confesses. 


MAGGIE AND SAM TOGETHER Hie WHAT? 


NANA He confesses. He says he was seeing a woman, an 
investor or something, | think. It was a little confusing. 


SAM You're kidding. 
NANA (Curiously) No. 
BUS DRIVER (7/0 Nana) C'mon, let's go. 


MAGGIE (70 driver, fierce) WAIT. (To Nana) What hap- 
pened then? 


NANA 0h, he started crying and begged her to forgive him, 
and she used a certain four-letter word more than a couple of 
times and then she stormed out. I tried to change the station 
but | couldn't get anything else. I didn’t even know you were 
interested in this sort of thing. 


SAM We listen to that show all the time. 


INT. LOFT 

Sam and Maggie TEAR up the stairs and cross to the 
camera obscura, righting it. The image is thrown up 
against the screen... 


INT. LOVENEST 

Anton paces alone, looking distraught. He looks at his 
watch, then hears something outside. He moves to the 
window at a sound, hoping it’s Linda, but it’s not. He 
continues to pace. The phone rings. He runs to it. 


ANTON Linda? No, Paul, let me call you back. I'm ex- 
pecting a call. 


He continues to pace. There is a knock at the door. Anton 
moves to the door and opens it. There stands ED GREEN, 
his clothes wrinkled. looking fatigued, fresh off the air- 
plane. Sam cant believe his eyes. 


MAGGIE Who is— 
SAM Shiilih! 
ANTON Jes? 


ED Anton, I'm Linda’s father. 
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ANTON Hello... Oh, yes, yes! Mister Green, what are 
Linda, is Linda all right? 





Ed retrieves a piece of paper from his coat, and puts on his 
glasses. 


ED “Anton, you hurt me very badly. All | asked for was honesty 
and you betrayed me. I had hoped that...” (Pauses, looks 
al Anton) Aw, hell... . 


He pulls back and delivers a solid BLOW to Anton’ jaw. 
Anton is thrown back over the couch. Ed folds up the paper 
and exits. 


Sam and Maggie stand there, speechless. Then they turn to 
each other. Sam lets out a whoop and embraces Maggie. 


SAM | don’t believe it! We did it! 

MAGGIE We did it, Sam... 

Sam is lost in the clouds. 

SAM All this time, and we're not even here for it!. . . 
MAGGIE (4 beat) So... What are you going to do now? 


SAM (Cloud of excitement) Well, she left suddenly, right? 
... $0 she probably went to someplace familiar . . . To the 
hotel she was staying at before . . . 


Maggies expression begins to harden. 


MAGGIE You're probably right... So what are you waiting 
for. Go get her. 


Maggie begins to gather Sam's things and stuffs them into 
a grocery bag. Sam doesn t even notice. 


SAM What... Now? 
MAGGIE Yeah, what's the matter with now? 
SAM | can't go now. What's it going to look like? 


MAGGIE Who cares what it looks like? She’s not thinking 
straight. She'll buy anything. 


SAM | need time to think . .. Maybe I should wait until— 
MAGGIE Same old Sam... 

SAM What's the big rush to get me out of here? 
MAGGIE Look, if you don’t want her back after all this. .. 
SAM (Defensive) Of course | do. 


MAGGIE Well, whatever, that’s your business. But | still 
have work to do. No offense, but I really miss my privacy. 


She hands him the bag of his belongings. 


SAM Look, it just feels strange after all this time to walk out 
without— 


MAGGIE What do you want, Sam, a goodbye fuck? 


SAM You just have to destroy everything, don't you? 
MAGGIE Are we done saying goodbye yet? 

SAM (Looks at her) Yeah. 

MAGGIE You're still here... 


Sam turns and exits. Maggie linkers with the bugging 


equipment, her face hard. 


EXT. STREET - NIGHT 
Sam exits the building and walks down the street, deep 
in thought. He begins walking faster, then breaks into a 
sprint. He passes Anton's restaurant which now has a 
sign out front reading “CLOSED BY ORDER OF THE 
BOARD OF HEALTH?” 


EXT. LINDA'S HOTEL - NIGHT 

Sam looks up at the windows of the hotel. He takes a few 
deep breaths and starts across the street to the entrance 
when... 


The doors suddenly swing open and ANTON APPEARS, 
escorted roughly out by an imposing doorman. 


DOORMAN | told you, she does not want to see you, you 
are not welcome. You try to sneak in again and you are going 
to jail. You understand “jail,” Frenchy? 


The doorman goes back inside. Anton calls after bim. 


ANTON How dare you. I'll fuck your skull, PIl fuck your 
skull you dirty son of a— (Spots Sam) Dishwasher? Dish- 
washer? 


Sam tries to make an escape. but Anton jogs after him. 
ANTON Dishwasher, | thought it was you. 
SAM Anton. Hi. 


ANTON Js that any kind of greeting for your old boss? (He 
shakes Sam's hand warmly) 


SAM How... how are you? 


ANTON Wonderful! Never been better. Every day's a holi- 
day, every meal’s a feast, every night the Fourth of July. 


SAM Good. Well, | better be going. 


ANTON /'in lying. I'm terrible. | broke up with my fiancée. 
My restaurant is gone . . . I'm running out of money . .. 


SAM Oh, I'm... I'm sorry. 

ANTON Tell me, do you have a place yet? 
He glances down at Sam’; grocery bag. 
SAM Uh, no. Not yet. 

ANTON You will stay with me then. 








Sam looks at him curiously, Anton has an edge of desper- 
ation in bis voice. 


SAM No, |... Why? You don’t even know me. 


ANTON | know one thing. That last night at the restau- 
rant. Everyone is running around hysterical, even | am. But | 
notice you in your little room, and you weren't looking out, 
you weren't gawking like the rest. You just kept working, like 
a rock. You're a good man. A true friend... What's your 
name, by the way? 


SAM \iike. 


ANTON Look at my hand, Mike. It’s shaking, look. I'ma 
nervous wreck. I'm not doing well on my own. | feel like, like 
somebody has torn away a piece of me, like I'm, what is that 
word when there is nothing inside something . . . 


SAM (Conlemplatively) Hollow. 


ANTON Jes. That's how I feel. I feel so hollow. You'd be 
doing me a favor, really. (Sam is torn) Please. Just one drink, 
then... | can’t go back to that empty apartment. I'll die. 
Please. 


INT. LOFT 

Maggie stands at her collage, working intensely . . . She 
moves photographs around, painting over various images 
in a meticulous frenzy . . . Then her attention is drawn to 
movement across the street. She moves to the window 
to investigate and is shocked to see Sam following Anton 
up the steps to the Lovenest. 


INT. LOVENEST - LATER 

Sam sits on the couch, a drink in his hand. He looks out 
the window over to the loft, but the windows are dark. 
Anton emerges from the kitchen refreshing Sam's drink, 
and sits next to him. Food and drink litter the table. 


ANTON Jesus, Mike. | don’t know how she found out. | 
was going to tell this woman goodbye anyway. | only slept 
with her to help the loan for my restaurant. It’s not like | 
cheated. 


Aloud but muffled obscenity issues from across the street. 
Anton doesn't seem to notice, absorbed in his own troubles. 


ANTON It was only once with this woman and I hardly 
came at all, just a fraction of what | am capable. And | 
thought of Linda the entire time . . . If that can be twisted 
into something terrible then | am surely the only sane man 
in a world gone mad . . . Don’t you think? 


SAM | really couldn't say, Anton. 


More muffled obscenities from the distance accompanied 
by a crash that sounds a bit like an aquarium being flung 
ata wall. 


ANTON I'm going to get her back, Mike. She needs me. | 
have to get her back. (Sfands) Time for bed. Tomorrow | have 
modeling work. A step down, yes, but Anton Depeux isn't 
proud. (He lifts his shirt) Look at this stomach. Perfect. | 
haven't gained a pound from my modeling days. I'm going 
to be just fine. Don’t worry about me... Don't move, | get 
you blankets for the couch. 


SAM No, Anton, | really can't— 


But Anton has already exited to retrieve bedding. Sam 
looks around and then moves to the window. He opens the 
curtain and kneels. 


SAM (Whispering) Maggie. Come to the window. This wasn't 
my idea. Come to the window! 


Anton reappears, peering at Sam curiously. 


SAM Please. Don't be angry with me... 


Sam notices Anton and freezes. Anton considers him care- 


fully, then he puts down the bedding, moves to the window 


and kneels. He puts his hands together and starts “praying” 
with Sam. 


ANTON | haven't done this in years. It's going to be good 
having you here. 


INT. LOVENEST —- NIGHT 

Sam is asleep on the couch. It's dark. We hear the sound 
of footsteps creaking on the hardwood floors. The beam 
of a flashlight flickers across Sam's face. His eyes open 
just a crack. Half-asleep, he turns his head to see the front 
door CLICK shut. 


Maybe it did. Or maybe it was just part of a dream... 
His eyes close and he drifts back to sleep. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. LINDA'S ELEMENTARY SCHOOL PLAYGROUND - 
AFTERNOON 

Sam stands outside the school next to the fence of the 
empty playground. LINDA emerges from the building 
trailing a string of SCHOOL KIDS, all holding onto a 
rope. Another teacher anchors the opposite end. Sam 
starts forward along the fence that separates them. He 
straightens his hair nervously, completely focused on 
her. Linda, checking back occasionally on the kids, walks 
STRAIGHT TOWARD HIM. The metal diamonds of the 
fence flash in Sam's POV. Closer, closer, until she is upon 
him. 


In an instant: Linda looks up. EYE CONTACT. Sam opens 
his mouth to speak, but before he can, Linda looks away 
again, apparently not recognizing him. Sam stops, stunned 
as she continues on. Then suddenly he hears her voice. 


LINDA /0.8.) Sam? SAM? 
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He stops, turns. His heart is beating furiously. Linda is 
looking at him. Her eyes light up and she smiles broadly. 
Kids are squished in a pileup behind Linda from her sud- 
den stop. 


LINDA My god, Sam, it IS you! 
She runs to him and EMBRACES him. 
LINDA You're here . . . because of me? 


Sam cant even get out the words... He nods. Linda pulls 


him even lighter. Sam nearly glows from the comfort of 


her embrace. 


EXT. STREET - NEAR WASHINGTON SQUARE 
Sam and Linda walk down the sidewalk. 


LINDA God, Sam, | can’t believe you're actually here with 
me. 
SAM (Glowing) | can’t believe it, either. 


LINDA It’s almost like a dream, you know? If I close my 
eyes it’s like we're walking down Jefferson Street . . . 


She closes her eyes. Sam takes her hand so she doesn't run 
into anybody. 


LINDA .. . Right now we're passing Ben's Steakhouse . . . 
Sam Closes his eyes for a moment, drawn into the fantasy. 
SAM PL Nursery... 

LINDA The Early Bird... 

SAM Circle 0 Doughnuts . . . 

He bumps into a lamppost. 

SAM When'd they put that in? 

They share a laugh. He looks at her, takes her hand. 


LINDA God, Sam, | feel so much better . . . If only you 
knew what I've been going through the last couple of days . . . 
God, listen to me. Feeling sorry for myself... (Adoringly) 
Know what | missed, Sam? | missed noon. 


SAM \ie too. 


LINDA Sometimes | look up and wave at the sky. The kids 
think I'm nuts. 


SAM | know. 


LINDA 0f course you do. You've been watching me in your 
telescope . . . all the way from Archer's Bluff. (A beat) God, 
Sam, you're the best. How could I ever leave you? What was | 
thinking? 


SAM Why did you? 
LINDA | don’t know. I’m nuts, that's what my father says. 


SAM That's not a real answer. 
LINDA | £770, SEE!? 


EXT. WASHINGTON SQUARE 

They walk through the arch of Washington Square and 
take a seat at a familiar bench as Linda roots through her 
purse for something. 


SAM You really shouldn't smoke. 

LINDA How did you know I started smoking? 
SAM You just said. 

LINDA | did? 

She withdraws her pack of cigarettes and lights one. 


LINDA God, I'm sorry, what's wrong with me? I'm not sure 
which way is up anymore. I look horrible, don’t 1? God, I'm 
such a mess. . . 


Sam pulls a few strands of hair caught in the corner of 
her mouth. 


SAM You look beautiful, as always. 


LINDA 0h, SAM... Why do you have to be so nice? I don’t 
deserve it... There’s so much I have to tell you . . . 

She smokes her cigarette nervously. Sam's attention is 
drawn to a mark on her shoulder. A TATTOO. A small 
ROOSTER, like the one on the window of Anton’ restaurant. 
Linda follows his gaze. 


LINDA Oh god. Oh my god. 

She rubs the tattoo as if it would actually remove it. It 
remains, of course. She begins to cry. 

LINDA Oh, Sam, what have I done. There was . . . There 
was a man, Sam. But it was a mistake. It’s over. It’s done. 
SAM You don’t have to tell me anything. 


LINDA Yes | do, | want you to know. You've always been 
completely honest with me . . . 


SAM Not always... 


LINDA | must have been in a trance, Sam. Hypnotized by 
this stupid city lit up all the time. He lied to me, cheated on 
me. He made me believe the most ridiculous things. Monkeys 
and perfume and—l feel so humiliated. All this time | 
thought I was becoming a part of this place, you know? But 
now I realize | was just a gullible little girl playing dress-up 
in the big city. That's all I ever was. 


She takes Sam's hand. 


LINDA Why did I leave you, Sam? You're so generous and 
kind and honest. . . 


SAM You don’t know everything about me, “Linda. 





LINDA Of course I do, Sam. You're my Milky Way Man... 


She begins crying, leaning into Sam's arms. He closes them 
around her instinctively as tears roll down her cheeks. 


LINDA Kiss me, Sam. . . Please. 


A DISTANCE AWAY 
We see a figure revealed in the foreground; Maggie stands 
behind the fountain watching Sam with empty eyes. 


, 


BACK TO SAM AND LINDA 
Linda leans forward. Sam takes in the scent of her hair. 
Her face . . . He kisses her. 


ON MAGGIE AT THE FOUNTAIN 
She turns and exits, her face blank. 


BACK TO SAM AND LINDA IN EMBRACE 
After a moment they separate. Sam looks overcome, and 
just a little bewildered. Linda sticks out her tongue. 


LINDA | got a stud. 
SAM That I didn’t know. 


Suddenly a familiar little MONKEY runs past. It LEAPS up 
on a passing BUSINESSMAN and kisses him. Evidently the 
street performer has incorporated this into his act. Sam looks 
al the monkey, a slight smile plays on his face. Linda watches 
the monkey bound away, a touch of confusion in her eyes. 


Suddenly they become aware of the TEACHER from 
Linda’s school anxiously SHOUTING to Linda. The teacher 
is holding both ends of the rope, barely able to contain the 
kids who tug impatiently in an oval behind her. 


LINDA Oh god, I've got to go. Come to my hotel tonight, 
Sam, okay? The Evangeline. Eight o'clock? 


Sam is distracted by the blur of a figure on a MOTORCYCLE. 
So fast, Sam could not make out who it was. 


LINDA Sam? 
SAM Eight o'clock. I'll be there. 


Sam watches her as she runs off, even in her scattered, 
messed-up way, still ravishing. Even more beautiful the 
farther away she gels. . . 


EXT. LOVENEST - AFTERNOON 

Sam walks up the street to the Lovenest, deep in thought. 
He stops at the entrance, surprised to see two burly 
REPO MEN carrying Anton's furniture down the stairs. 
Stacked on top are various boxes, lamps, etc. 


INT. LOVENEST — STAIRWAY 
Sam climbs the stairway, passing TWO MORE REPO 
MEN carrying down a couch. 


INT. LOVENEST 
Sam enters. Most of the place has been cleared out. 


SAM Anton... What's going on? 


Anton is trying to dress, hobbling frantically about on one 
shoe, searching for its twin. Sam follows him about as Anton 
looks through the scattered remains of his possessions. 


ANTON Those credit card bastards! They say I owe them 
thousands! Thousands! I never use the card! They say they 
sent notices! What notices? 


SAM Oh boy... 


ANTON But | don’t care, Mike. I don’t care. Help me find 
my other shoe because if I find my other shoe | will be fine. | 
have a nice little modeling job waiting for me with a nice little 
agency and after I get my money I’m going to go down and 
WAVE it in their disgusting credit card faces and say, “You 
can’t keep Anton Depeux down. Anton Depeux is going to be 
JUST FINE.” 


Anton spots his shoe behind a cabinet, snatches it off the 
ground victoriously and holds it in the air. 


ANTON HA! HA! Look at me now, you credit card bastards! 


Sam looks up at Anton's FACE (previously obscured) and 
recoils in surprise: It is BRIGHT RED, COVERED WITH A 
SPLOTCHY SICKLY RASH. A FORMATION OF WELTS PATTERNS 
HIS FACE. Anton cocks his head and looks back at Sam. 


ANTON What? (Sam stares, tongue-tied) WHAT? A pim- 
ple? Tell me it isn’t a pimple! 


Anton rises and runs to a mirror. His eyes light with horror. 
He rips off his shirt. His CHEST, ARMS, BACK are all covered 
with the same disgusting display. 


ANTON (Horrified) Oh my god. Oh my god. 
SAM What is it? 

Dazed, Anton stares at his revolting image. 
ANTON | don’t understand it... 

SAM Is it a rash? An allergy? 


ANTON It’s called chronic angio . . . I don’t know. It’s from 
mold or food like shellfish, or strawberries, aspirin . . . 


SAM Strawberries . . . 
ANTON | haven't touched any of those for years! 


But Anton continues to gaze back at his reflection, com- 
pletely beaten. 


SAM Should I get some ice? Or . . . heat? Ointment? 
ANTON Look, I’m crying. 
Sam looks at Anton, who keeps staring at the mirror, hyp- 
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notized. He points to a teardrop emerging from the corner 
of his eve and follows it with bis finger down his cheek. 


ANTON In crying. 


sam doesn't know what to say. 


INT. LOFT - CONTINUOUS 
Maggie watches Anton on the camera obscura. He sobs 
pitifully as he scratches at his rash. 


MAGGIE There you go, lover. C'mon, let's hear it. (She farms 
the sound up loud) That's it. That’s what I want to hear. 


Anton's sobbing starts to deepen uncontrollably. Maggie 
reaches down and turns off the bugging equipment. She 
sits there for a moment, watching Anton s shoulders shake, 
his head lowered . . . But she can still hear him. He ts 
weeping so loudly she can hear it from across the street. 


Then Sam's hands enter frame of the camera obscura 
image. He's helping Anton scratch bis hack where Anton 
cant reach. Maggie slowly pans the camera obscura from 
Anton ’s face to Sam’. She u atches as Sam tries to comfort 
Anton. Her expression changes. Softens. But ont y fora 
moment. 


INT. LOVENEST - LATER - NIGHT 
Sam sits at Anton's side as he drifts to sleep. Then he 
gingerly stands and exits. 


EXT. LOVENEST/LOFT STREET - NIGHT 

Sam crosses the street to the loft hatch and tries to open 
it, but finds Maggie has put a padlock on it. He tugs on It 
to no avail. Suddenly Maggie’s MOTORCYCLE comes 
tearing around the corner. Sam runs into the street 
straight into its path, holding out his arms. 


SAM Maggie, hold on! Stop! 


She comes to a stop right in front of him, his bands on her 
handlebars, the front wheel between Sam’ legs. She REVS 
THE MOTOR impatiently. 

SAM Whit are you doing, Maggie? Where is it going to end? 
MAGGIE Hey, so how was your date with Linda? Looked 
like you were having the time of your life. I'm so happy it all 
worked out. 

SAM You were there. 

MAGGIE You know, I miss you, Sam. We were like girl- 
friends. 

SAM This isn't about him anymore, is it? 

They turn to see Anton stumbling despondently down the 
street in the opposite direction, his hands in front of ‘him like 
a blind man without a cane... 


MAGGIE (Call me a hopeless romantic. Oh, we're about to 
have so much fun together. He's just so . . . fragile. 


suddenly Maggie GUNS the engine. Sam jumps clear as 
Maggie goes roaring down the street and around the same 
corner as Anton. 


EXT. STREET - NIGHT 
Sam hurries to catch up with Anton, who stumbles for- 
ward, his eyes swollen nearly shut from the rash. 


SAM Where are you going, Anton? 


ANTON You wouldn't understand, Mike. You should go 
home. 


He PULLS Anton to keep him from wandering into the street 


SAM No, you're upset. | want to make sure nothing happens 
to Vou. 


ANTON What could happen to me that hasn't already? 
sam reacts to the sound of a MOTORCYCLE echoing nearby. 
SAM Anton, where are you GOING? 

ANTON 1o see her. | have to see Linda. 


SAM (h god... You know, maybe now isn't really the 
time... You're not looking your best. 


ANTON What if she’s with another man, Mike? What 
would | do? 


SAM It’s only been three hours, Anton. 


ANTON She’s so beautiful. It would take her no time to 
find another lover. 


sam shakes his bead, appreciative of Anton s misery. 


ANTON | think of her in another man’s arms. Another 
man touching her hair, her hips, her pink panties, GOD, the 
ones with the little... 


He motions with his fingers to indicate something about 
the garment. 


ANTON You think me pathetic, don’t you? 
SAM Yes. | do. 
The sound of a MOTORCYCLE again distracts Sam. 


ANTON You don’t understand, Mike . . . You couldn't pos- 
sibly understand what I'm feeling. 

SAM Yeah. Right. Couldn't possibly. 

ANTON With Linda, the very worst moments of my life 
were the happiest I've ever known. She is someone who, even 
as the world was crashing around my shoulders, | had the 
most extraordinary times with . . . 














Sam absorbs this, thinking. 


ANTON ... Yet | only knew her a brief time. You couldn't 
possibly know what that is like. Your woman, how long do 
you know her? 


SAM Just a few weeks. 


ANTON A few weeks, ja, ja... Love comes swift and hard, 
no? 


Sam stops in bis tracks, astonished. 

SAM Wait. A few weeks. No, since we were kids. 
ANTON You said a few weeks. 

SAM | did. | said that! 

ANTON How did you meet? 

SAM (Deep in thought)... Common interests . . . 
ANTON When will | meet her? 

SAM Well, we aren't actually... together anymore. 
ANTON You didn't get along? 

SAM No, we had a great time together . . . 
ANTON What drove you apart? 

SAM Another man. 

ANTON She loved another man? 

SAM (Joy/11) No... She hates him. She hates his geés! 


Sam slaps both hands onto Anton’s shoulders like an old 
friend. 

SAM Anton, sorry, got to go. 

ANTON Jou «aren't coming with me to see— 

SAM You're on your own, sport. See ya... 

He starts off when suddenly... The sound of a MOTORCYCLE. 
Sam wheels to see... The bike RACING around the corner 
al the far side of the alleyway, the rider's face hidden by a 
BLUE HELMET. Anton steps to the side to give the bike 
room to pass. It heads toward him with a ROAR. 

SAM God, Maggie, no! . . . 


sam breaks into a run toward Anton as the bike approaches. 
He PUSHES Anton violently, sending Anton tumbling down 
a cement stairway on the opposite side. 

sam falls to the ground and watches as the bike passes with 
plenty of room to spare, then stops. The rider removes his 
helmet, revealing a MIDDLE-AGED MAN. 

MAN What in the world are you doing? I didn't even come 
close to him! 


sam looks back at the bottom of the stairway with trepida- 
lion. 


SAM Anton?... Anton? 

There is no reply. 

INT. ALLEYWAY ~ LATER 

Sam looks on as TWO MEDICS lift Anton up the stairs 
on a stretcher and into an ambulance parked at the curb. 
SAM I'm sorry, Anton. I’m so sorry. 

ANTON Linda? Where is Linda? 

SAM It's okay, I'm here. 


Anton sits up despite obvious pain and bouts from the depth 


of his despair: 
ANTON LINDA GREEN! LINDA GREEN! LINDA GREEEEEN!!! 


INT. LOFT DARKROOM - LATER 

Maggie works in her darkroom, developing a photo- 
graph. She hears NOISE from outside . . . A CAR pulling 
up and the sound of Anton YELPING in pain. 


INT. LOFT 
Maggie moves to the window and looks out, shocked 
and bewildered as from her POV we see... 


Sam struggling to extricate Anton from a taxi at the curb. 
Anton has casts on his arms and right leg. He hobbles out. 


INT. LOFT 

Maggie watches the camera obscura now. She sees Sam 
carrying Anton into the empty apartment where he 
deposits him gingerly on the couch. Anton lies in agony, 
moaning as he tries desperately to relieve the itching, the 
pain. 


Then Sam turns toward the camera obscura so that he 
looks straight at Maggie. Maggie is startled by the inten- 
sity in Sam's eyes. He says something to Anton, then 
leaves the apartment and starts across the street. 


INT. LOFT 

Maggie loses sight of Sam as he nears the loft. She looks 
around, hearing noises. Then, after a few moments, 
hears FOOTSTEPS on the ROOFTOP. 


A beat, then a CRASH. Wood splinters to the floor and a 
moment later SAM appears through a hole in the ceiling, 
lowering himself into the loft by a power cable. The cable 
has since been secured to the wall by hooks, which 
SNAP out as he descends to the floor. He looks at Maggie 
with some intensity and begins to move toward her. 


SAM | almost killed him. | was trying to save him from 
someone | thought was you . . . | broke his arms. | broke his 
ribs... For what? For WHAT? 
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MAGGIE | was going to ask you about that. Not that I'm 
ungrateful, Sam, I— 


SAM Stop it, Maggie. Just stop it. This isn’t about him. This 
is about us. You and me. 


MAGGIE \\ hat’ 

SAM | love you, Maggie. 

Maggie looks at him... 

MAGGIE 0h god, god! ... Don't do this . . . 
SAM | love you. And I know you love me. 


MAGGIE Sam... I'm sorry if I did something to make 
you think— 


SAM | know you do. | KNOW it. You're crazy about me! 


MAGGIE Sam, go home. Save yourself some heartbreak. 
Get on a plane and go home. 


SAM | won't hurt you, Maggie, I swear. 
This hits a nerve. 


MAGGIE I'm trying to be nice, but you can't take a hint, 
can you? I don’t love you, Sam. Understand? I don’t have one 
iota of feeling for you whatsoever. 


SAM Then what were you doing watching me and Linda 
this morning? He wasn’t there . . . What were you doing 
there? 


MAGGIE It’s none of your business anymore what I do or 
why I— 


SAM It was me, Maggie. You were there watching me. 
Because you care about me. Because 





MAGGIE Sam, do you really want to know why I was 
there? Are you SURE you want to know why I was there? 


She picks up an orange ENVELOPE from the table and 
holds it up. 


MAGGIE Pictures, Sam. Pictures. Get it? Pictures of you 
with Linda. How do you destroy a man, Sam? Step one, take 
his money. Step two, his love. Three, his self-respect. Step 
four, finish him off... Do you understand? This has nothing 
to do with you and me. (A bea?) | told you to stay out of 
my way. 


She drops the envelope back down on the table. Sams face 


falls. 


MAGGIE (Go, Sam. 
Suddenly we hear Anton s voice over the bugging device. 


ANTON /0.5.) Mike! Mike! Where are you! | need you, 
Mike! 


Sam looks down at the envelope. 


SAM That's what you want? That's what it’s going to take? 
Then let's get it the hell over with. 

He picks up the envelope of photos. Maggie tries to stop 
him, but before she can, Sam turns and exits. 


EXT. STREET - LOFT/LOVENEST 
Sam, holding the envelope, walks a straight line from the 
loft to the Lovenest, grim determination on his face. 


INT. LOVENEST - NIGHT 

Sam steps inside. Anton appears in the bedroom door- 
way, hobbling on his cast. His arms glued at angles, 
immobile. He looks truly panicked. 


ANTON Thank God, Mike. Thank God you're back. Scratch 
me, Mike! Scratch my face, my chest! Quickly! 

Sam stops a distance from Anton. 

SAM Why? 


ANTON What? Mike, please, I'm not kidding. I can’t stand 
it! 


Anton rubs himself against the doorway like a cat. 


INT. LOFT 
Maggie watches the proceedings intensely. 


INT. LOVENEST 


SAM Why should I help you? 
ANTON For the love of God, Mike! 
SAM What did you do, Anton? 
ANTON (Pathelic whimper) Mike? . . . 


SAM Look at you. You must have done something terrible 
to deserve all this. What did you do? 


ANTON | don’t know what you're talking about. Jesus! 


Anton drops to the floor and starts to wriggle on the carpet 


for relief. Sam moves to the window and faces outward, 


foward the loft. 
SAM Confess, Anton. 


INT. LOFT 
Maggie watches, her mouth agape. 


INT. LOVENEST 


ANTON Have you gone mad! Please, I'm begging you! Just 
for a moment, just one scratch! 


SAM You've lost everything you have. Your money. Your 
love. Your self-respect. You're broken, Anton. You re repulsive. 











Anton looks up at him, pitifully. Sam turns to the window. 
SAM Is this what you want? Is this enough? 

Anton stares at Sam, bewildered. 

SAM No... No, you want more. 


He takes the envelope out of bis pocket and moves toward 
Anton slowly . . . 


SAM [)o it, Anton. Confess. 
ANTON (Confess whal? 
SAM That you've hurt people. 


ANTON Who? Linda? Yes, | cheated on Linda! I admit it! 
Why should you care? 


SAM You were using her, weren't you? 


ANTON What are you TALKING ABOUT? Please, | can't 
stand it! 


SAM Just admit it. 
ANTON Whit? 


SAM You were using her to stay in the country. Just the way 
you used Maggie. 


ANTON Maggie? | haven't told you anything about Maggie! 
You don’t know anything. Who the hell are you? 


SAM I'm the Milky Way Man. And I know everything. 


Anton is stunned. He pauses for a moment, then anger 
wells up inside him. He CHARGES Sam, his arms stuck out 
in front of him like the horns of a bull. Sam dodges him 
and Anton goes crashing into a pile of boxes. He stands and 
charges again, knocking Sam into a hanging lamp which 
shatters to the floor. He turns on Sam again, oblivious to 
the pain his cracked casts imply. They are both in mortal 
peril if this continues. 


INT. LOFT 

Maggie rises without thinking and moves toward the 
door. Suddenly she SINKS as a rotten FLOORBOARD 
gives way beneath her, and is buried to her thighs, 
immobile. She screams Sam's name. 


INT. LOVENEST 

Anton dives at Sam. Sam moves out of the way and Anton 
smashes his casts against the wall. He HOWLS in pain, 
but turns on Sam with undiminished fury. 


SAM Anton, easy! You're killing yourself! 


Anton swings and lands a good punch at Sams head with 
his cast. Sam falls and Anton lunges. Sam rolls out of the 
way and Anton howls in pain again. 


SAM (7/0 window) Goddammit | sure could use some help 
in here! 


Again Anton charges, this time catching Sam between his 


arms, and they hurdle violently over a pile of Anton’ 
things. Anton lands on top of Sam. Then with supreme 
effort, bis arms come together, his plaster casts CRACKING 
and SNAPPING at the joints as bis hands close around 
Sams throat, CHOKING him... Then, a thoughtful calm 
descends over him and Sam is able to twist out from bis 


grip. He moves away, next to the window and kneels, 


catching his breath. He looks over to see what Anton saw. 


On the floor, in a cracked frame, is the picture we saw ear- 
lier of Anton and Maggie in Paris. It was thrown from a 
box in the ruckus. Exhausted, Anton collapses into the cor- 
ner. A quiet moment passes as Anton gazes at the photo . . . 


ANTON Maggie raised me like a baby. Brought me here, 
taught me how to model, got me started in business. I was 
nothing before that. Yes, | used her. I used her terribly. But | 
didn’t think it mattered. Because I was counting on one thing. 
| was sure that | would grow to love her. 


INT. LOFT 

In the loft Maggie watches Anton, the words sinking in 
very deeply as she ceases to struggle from the floor- 
boards. 


ANTON | thought if I could just love her, then it would be 
all right. Then the shame would go away. But I couldn't. You 
can't choose who you love, Mike or whoever the hell you are. 
You can try, and Jesus, I did try. But it’s not something you 
can control. And I love Linda. More than this country, more 
than anything. You can’t possibly know how much. | didn’t 
even know how much . . . Who the hell do you think you are 
to judge? Who the hell do you think you are! 


INT. LOVENEST 
Sam turns to the dark loft window. 


SAM I'm nobody, Anton. I'm nobody to nobody. 
Sam turns, picking up the orange envelope, then exits. 


INT. LOFT 
Maggie finally pries herself loose and runs out the door. 


EXT. LOFT 
She runs down the street. As she reaches the corner she 
stops. 


MAGGIE Sai! SAM! 


But he’s gone. 


INT. LOVENEST - LATER 


123 








126 


Anton writhes in his plaster cell, scratching himself on 
any available object as he moans. He stumbles and tries 
to get up, but flails like a turtle turned upside-down. With 
great difficulty he works his way toward the phone, dis- 
lodges the hook and dials 911 precariously. 


ANTON | need to be scratched. Scratched. My face, my 
chest, my back—No, it és an emergency! 


He looks up at the sound of the front door opening. 


Maggie stands at the doorway. She moves inside, puts the 
phone back on the book with hardly a glance in his direction. 
Then she moves to the bed and picks up a pillow. All the while, 
Anton stares at her as if she were a ghost. Maggie reaches 
inside the pillowcase and removes a moldy bag of month- 
old strawberries, and deposits them in the trash chute. 
Anton’s expression changes from bewilderment to confusion 
fo realization and back to bewilderment in an instant. 


She moves toward him and sits next to him on the floor. 
Then she starts to gently rub bis face and back and chest. 
Anton moans in sublime relief. 


ANTON Maggie... 

MAGGIE (S0///)) Shhhh. Say we're even. 
ANTON What’ 

MAGGIE Just say it. 

ANTON We're even. 

MAGGIE Good. So how'ya been? 


INT. LINDA’S HOTEL 
The door opens. Linda looks at Sam, shocked by his 
appearance. 


LINDA Sam... ? 


SAM Linda, there’s something | have to tell you. . . 


EXT. HOTEL 

We're outside Linda's window looking in. We can’t hear 
what Sam's saying, but we have a pretty good idea. Linda's 
posture goes limp. She sways for a moment like a willow, 
then... 


Attacks Sam in a frenzy, hitting him again and again. Sam 
just stands there until he finally loses his balance and 
stumbles backward into the doorway. She slams the door 
and begins to cry. 


INT. AIRPORT TERMINAL BAR - DAWN 

Sam sits with his plane ticket in hand, vacantly watching 
an overhead television. On TV, Lassie rescues a woman 
from a burning building. Sams flight to Nebraska is called 
over the loudspeakers. 


Sam reaches for his coat in the next seat. He sees the 
envelope of Maggie's photos sticking out of the pocket. 
He takes the envelope and opens it, looking through the 
pictures. 


His eyes soften and he smiles, surprised at what he sees; 
Each and every picture is of SAM. Miserable Sam, their 
first night together in the loft. Sam in the Lovenest, 
dressed in Anton's clothes. Sam on the bench in Wash- 
ington Square, with Anton running from the perfume 
kids in the background . . . 


Just Maggie looking at Sam. . . 


... Anda final picture of Sam and Maggie kissing, taken 
by Nana. 


INT. LOFT - LATE AFTERNOON 

Maggie packs clothing into her satchel, a quiet sadness 
on her face. She hears the sound of a door open from the 
bugging equipment. She doesn’t even bother to look out 
the window. 


LINDA /0..5.) Anton? 
ANTON (0.8.) Linda? Linda? 
LINDA /0.5.) Oh my god! Look at you! 


ANTON /0.58.) Oh, Linda, I love you, | love you. I'm so 
SOITy .. . 


LINDA 0.5.) | love you. Shhh . . . C’mere, everything's 
going to be okay now... 


ANTON /0.5.) Scratch me, Linda. Scratch me. . . 


Maggie closes her satchel and stands, moving past the 
CAMERA OBSCURA room, glancing inside. Suddenly she 
stops in her tracks. Slowly she takes a step back and looks 
inside al... 


The COLLAGE on the wall. It has been altered. Some of 
the pictures have been carefully transposed . . . The 
effect is simultaneously subtle and overwhelming. 
Some photos have been placed so that Maggie's foot- 
hand rests on her hip, in a familiar Maggie pose. One of 
the eyes twinkles, the flash of light from Maggie's cam- 
era, taken in a mirror. Maggie's grimace has been 
flipped, now a perfect representation of Maggie's 
knowing smile. The small subtle changes now perfectly 
sum up Maggie, the way we see her. The way Sam sees 
her. 


Maggie stares at it, moved. Her eyes light on a small 
detail . . . The lipstick monkey's tiny head dangling off 
one of her ears, made an earring. She spontaneously 
LAUGHS at the clever touch, surprising herself. Then her 
smile fades, and her realization of sadness returns... 





A tear falls down her cheek, one emotion tumbling right 
after the other. 


Suddenly she hears the sound of the elevator rising. Sam 
steps off the platform, bruised, his clothes torn. He starts 


toward Maggie slowly. 


SAM (So/ily) | saw this episode of “Lassie” today . . . Lassie 
was accused of a crime she didn’t commit, and the ranger 
was coming to put her to sleep. . . 


Maggie stands slowly, tentative. 
MAGGIE Uh-oh. How's Lassie going to get out of this one? 


SAM Well, the little boy found out the ranger was coming. 
And he told Lassie that he had to go away. Far away . . . 


MAGGIE For his own good. 
SAM But Lassie wouldn't go. She couldn't leave the boy. 


They start to move toward each other. The floorboards 
CREAK underfoot. 


MAGGIE So what did he do? 


SAM The little boy told Lassie that he never liked her. The 
little boy said, “I hate you, Lassie. | hate you, I hate you. | 
never want to see you again.” 


MAGGIE Must have made Lassie sad. 


SAM Yes. Lassie trotted off... very sadly. But you know 
what happened? 


Maggie, immersed in his story, shakes her head softly “no.” 
SAM Lassie came home, Maggie. 

Maggie moves up to Sam and kisses him. They separate 
and look into each others eyes. 

MAGGIE Did the little boy make it with Lassie? 

SAM Yes. Yes he did. 


Sam reaches up and pulls the curtains shut. The room 
darkens, and Maggie and Sam begin to move in for a kiss, 
completely oblivious to the romantic sounds beginning to 
float in from the Lovenest over the bugging equipment . . . 


EXT. LOFT 
We can see both the loft and Lovenest from this vantage, 
as well as the city rising up between them in the distance. 


And right before we fade to black, we see the BUGGING 
EQUIPMENT and the CAMERA OBSCURA fall from the 
loft window to the sidewalk with a muffled crash. 


FADE TO BLACK 


THE END 
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Writing 
Addicted to Love 


A Talk with Robert Gordon 






uATWUeH [Ned 


Robert Gordon was born and raised in Los Angeles. He 
graduated from UCLA with a degree in electrical engi- 
neering, and studied filmmaking at the California Institute 
of the Arts. While there, Gordon wrote a short film, 
Homesick (directed by Johanna Demetrakas), which was 
produced as part of the Chanticleer Discovery program. 
Addicted to Love is Gordon's first produced feature film, 
and was developed from a short screenplay he wrote 
while at CalArts. Gordon, who lives in Los Angeles, is 
currently working on a screenplay which he hopes to 
direct next year. 

The version of Addicted to Love published here is 
Gordon's production draft, completed during filming. The 
original screenplay was 109 pages long. 


How did you first come up with the idea for Sddicted to Love? 


| wrote it on the heels of a breakup of a significant relationship 
in my life. I really don’t want to sound like a psycho here—I've 
seen this printed elsewhere and it sounds terrible—but | started 
thinking about my ex-girlfriend, and wondering how she was 
doing, who she was with. I was moping, basically: “I hope she’s 
happy, but not oo happy.” And then | got it in my head that, 
because we hadn't spoken since the breakup, maybe I'd go see 
her at work, just to make sure she was all right. No ulterior 
motives, nothing strange—just see her. | realized, though, if | 
did that at this stage, while the wounds were still fresh, it would 
probably be incredibly painful, particularly if she happened to be 
with another man. My next thought was, “Well, if I'm going to 
do it, I really wouldn't mind some company.” So I started think- 
ing about a story immediately: Who would I take along with me, 
or who might show up? And I just sort of went from there. 


Addicted to Love's first incarnation was as a short film script 
in graduate school? 


Yes. It was something that I was going to direct myself at the 
California Institute of the Arts, where I went to film school. You 
know, I was going to cast my friends, use Super-8 for the camera 
obscura projections—basically, a typical student production. | 
ran into trouble, because there was no apartment building 
across from mine—which is where I was going to have to shoot 
it—so I was thinking about just hanging a painted backdrop 
outside the window and using dolls for Anton and Linda. 
[laughs] \t would become sort of a stylized piece. But 1t evolved 
into something a little grander over the years. 


Tell me about that original script. 


The original script was called, I think, 7he Watchers—some- 
thing generic like that. Initially, the idea behind the character of 
Maggie was that she would simply be someone to share this 
strange time Sam was going through; somebody who could 
comfort him. But then I realized it would be a lot more fun to 
have her play a more antagonistic role. The instinct was, here's 
this guy going through this very specific emotional state, and 
somebody comes into his life who appreciates it, but also drives 








him crazy. You know, they're both going through the same 
crisis, but handling it in completely different ways. The short 
_ script was also very different structurally, but it’s been so long 
I'm afraid I really can’t remember specifics. 


What happened with that script once it was written? 


Ateacher and friend of mine at CalArts, Johanna Demetrakas, 
who is also a talented filmmaker, encouraged me to write it as a 
_ feature, which she said she would then be interested in directing. 
So | wrote that first draft over the next couple of years in between 
other work. Meanwhile, Johanna had directed a short film for 
the Chanticleer Discovery program from a script | wrote about a 
grandfather who's faking senility in order to stay in this nursing 
home with his ladyfriend. She got a lot of heat off of that, and 
was fielding offers to direct a feature, so she started showing peo- 
ple the feature script I'd written, now called 7he Forlorn. Outlaw 
~ Productions, who'd just made sex, lies, and videotape, optioned 
it right off the bat. 


The Forlorn seems like an apt title for this, because even 
though it’s very funny, there’s a underlying sadness, a sense 
of loss, to the whole thing. 


Well, | also wanted that title to communicate the melodramatic 
_ feelings you experience when you've broken up with someone. 
The Forlorn seemed sort of overly dramatic and funny at the 
same time. 


This film fits in certain ways into the romantic comedy 
genre—and it’s been marketed as that kind of movie—but 
it also subverts the genre in a number of ways. What did 
you want the scripts relation to the genre to actually be? 


In some ways it’s an anti—romantic comedy. The idea was, since 
I knew that I was going to go kind of non-traditional with it, | 
wanted to make sure to ground it first in some traditional ele- 
ments. I picked certain things that were familiar, and then 
played with them. 


Can you name a few of them? 


Well, for instance, the antagonist being a French lover was a 
cliché that I could play with. Also, the setup of someone being 
left and dealing with heartbreak was pretty much universal, and 
a good starting point. But then, from there, I really wanted to 
explore that emotional state in depth, which is something that | 
don’t think had been done a lot in this genre. I mean, Albert 
Brooks made Modern Romance, which is a fantastic film with 
that kind of subject matter, but there aren't many others. So | 
wanted to take the idea of somebody who was extremely vulner- 
able, and just going a little bit over the edge—these very strange 
thoughts floating around in his head—and then make him a 
very specific character who could actually structure and employ 
those thoughts using the tools of his trade—in this case, science. 

And then, as I said, I loved the idea of throwing somebody 
else into the mix who was experiencing the same emotions 
but evidencing them in a completely different way. 


Another way you play with convention is to make the lovers, 
who often in these kinds of films become less and less sympa- 
thetic as the protagonist regains his or her independence from 
them, actually more sympathetic as the movie progresses. This 
is particularly true of the character of Anton, who at first 
glance seems to be a total brute, but who, by the end, is 
someone we not only like, but sympathize with. The seminal 
scene in which the audience finds its viewpoint shifting comes 
during his “Superman” speech in the restaurant kitchen. 


Yes. Although that speech actually came to me rather late in the 
process. That sequence was originally longer, and was pared 
back during preproduction. That’s when I wrote the “Super- 
man” speech, which I was really pleased with. In the earlier 
drafts, it had a slightly different tone to it. Originally, Anton had 
a “Fuck France” speech, where he said things like, “I’m an 
American trapped in the body of a Frenchman.” He was more of 
a true expatriate in earlier drafts. His character was somebody 
who'd abandoned his country—I liked the idea of him not only 
abandoning Maggie, but having a sort of history of abandon- 
ment. It seemed like a nicely unsympathetic thing for him to say 
at that point. 

Finding the balance of that character, and coming up with 
the points when we would start empathizing with him, was 
really important to me. If you step over the line at any point—if 
he becomes sympathetic too early or too late—it’s ruined. 


Didn't you have to maintain a similar balance with the tone 
of the whole script? There is a lot of fairly unpleasant stuff 
happening bere—dealing with loss, anger, hurt, and the 
like—which somehow manages to co-exist quite peacefully 
with the comic aspect. How could you tell when the scales 
were starting to tip? For instance, in a scene like the one in 
which Anton finally admits to never having loved Maggie, 
and she overhears? 


Well, as far as his admission is concerned, that was something | 
really just wrote myself up to the cliff on. I really had no idea 
what he was going to say at that point, but I knew it had better 
be good, /laughs/] because at that point he’s got to say some- 
thing that Maggie can at least understand so she can then for- 
give him and strike a truce. It came out of trying to figure out 
why exactly he would abandon somebody like Maggie, who was 
actually very attractive in her own strange, warped way. The 
theme of not being able to choose who you love was something 
I really wanted to get across. 


In one of your earlier drafts, you actually give that line 
about not choosing who you love to Maggie. 


Right. This is the issue every character confronts. Sam can’t help 
loving Linda; Maggie can’t help loving this idiot Anton. I origi- 
nally intended Anton’s line about not being able to choose who 
you love to be an echo of Maggie's earlier admission. As it is 
now, it is more of a revelation to Maggie when she hears it. But 
yes, to go back to your earlier point, none of these people could 
be cartoons; you had to understand why Linda and Anton were 
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the objects of Sam’s and Maggie's affections at one point. Any- 
way, when I finally wrote that scene with Anton, I realized that 
what was most important was for Anton to communicate that he 
genuinely tried to love Maggie—that it was so important for 
him to be in this country, to live this life, that he actually just 
put it out of his mind that he didn’t love her. And hopefully you 
get the feeling that it was something he lied to himself about as 
well, which is perhaps forgivable. 


You talk about Anton ’s character changing over the course of 
eight years of rewrites, which is apparent from the several 
drafts you gave me to look at. One of the four lead characters 
who didn't change, at least in psychological terms, was Sam. 
However, his external circumstances—namely, his voca- 
tion—changed several times. 


Right. Well, two things changed in the course of development 
with Sam: his profession and his relationship with Linda. In 
early drafts, Linda had a pattern of leaving him for other guys. 
In 7he Forlorn, the first scene is of them as kids, and Linda’s 
kissing another boy on the playground. When she pulls away, 
Sam asks her how she liked it, and she says, “Fine,” then he 
asks her if she wants to try it again—with him—and she 
replies, “I already did.” That pattern then repeats with a scene 
in high school, and then one when they're young adults, and 
she’s crying on his shoulder, as her best friend, about a guy who 
she’s just broken up with. 


What about Sam’s various jobs? He’s a tornado chaser in a 
draft from a couple of years ago. 


That was bad timing. //aughs/] My first instinct was to make 
him an astronomer, because he would be dealing with this cam- 
era obscura; it would be the obvious, inevitable way to go. But | 
thought it was a little too “on” at the time, so I decided—since 
he was going to be charting and graphing Anton and Linda’s 
relationship—that he could be a seismologist predicting earth- 
quakes, which made more sense scientifically than him being 
an astronomer trying to predict some kind of celestial phenome- 
non. But then there was a feeling among various people, includ- 
ing several of the directors who were attached at different stages, 
that Sam might be unsympathetically inactive. So there was 
pressure to give him a more “vigorous” occupation, and that’s 
where the tornado-chasing thing came up. This was before 
Twister, obviously. | kept hearing about this “little movie” on 
the horizon about storm chasers. In the meantime, I was writing 
all of these scenes with Sam in his truck, chasing twisters. I even 
had a scene where he comes to the rescue of an entire small 
town by correctly predicting a tornado, /laughs] saving an 
elderly woman’s rose garden, that kind of thing. And then, 
Twister came out, and suddenly the people who'd been saying, 
“Don’t worry about this little movie,” said, “Bob! What are you 
doing? You've gotta change this!” 

So then I wrote two simultaneous drafts: one where he was 
an astronomer, and one in which he actually flew around in a 
plane predicting storms. But that one was tonally a little too 


much like an action movie. I mean, it was very strange to have 
this character who is constantly flying into the eyes of storms, 
getting tossed all over the place, spending the next half hour of 
the movie sitting passively in a loft, waiting around for some- 
thing to happen. 


Well, the passivity of the character is part of bis charm. 


But he’s also a really actively passive guy—charting and think- 
ing and such, lots of passion and determination in his passivity. 
I never saw him as unsympathetic because of it. And of course, it 
makes the transition on his part from passive to active that 
much more significant. 


As you said, Linda’s and Sam’; relationship changed over the 
course of your rewrites, but I sense that Linda, at least from 
the drafts | read, didn't change that much. Instead, what 
changes is the information we get about her from Sam. For 
instance, in one of these drafts, he describes her “wandering 
spirit” to Maggie, and in another, he talks about how Linda 
“never cared what anybody thought.” In this draft, and in 
the film, she’s more of a blank slate. 


She got simplified. Sometimes I worry that we ought to know a 
little more about their relationship, owing to the fact that she’s 
someone Sam’s going to spend the rest of the movie trying to get 
back. I don’t know, maybe it’s better we don’t get to see her that 
much—like the shark in Jaws. 


There’s a fairly long scene with her and Sam near the end of 
this draft that was cut from the film, in which she talks about 
the fact that she felt when she first arrived in New York “like a 
girl playing dress-up in the big city.” 

Yeah, I wanted to be able to justify why she might be interested 
in Anton as well. She was somebody who wanted that big city in 
the same way that Anton wanted the big city, so they shared a 
common bond that way. 


The character of Maggie seems to sharpen up from the first 
draft to the one being published here, not solely in terms of 
being a more focused character, but also in the sense that she 
becomes edgier, tougher. Was that something conscious? 


Well, in some ways it was just a matter of devising better lines 
for her. | mean, some of the lines | came up with for her in pre- 
production turned out to be my favorites. Her first meeting with 
Sam was something | had worked and worked. When I came up 
with the “catapult” line, I rethought the scene, because I was 
pretty sure I had a strong line to build towards, so the shape of 
the scene became more of a rising incline toward that line. And 
a lot of it was from working with Meg /Ryan/. For instance, it 
was Meg's idea to make her a collage artist, rather than a photo- 
journalist as she was originally. We talked a lot about the tone, 
the voice of the character, and sometimes she would say, “I really 
love this line, but could we do something a little sharper?” It’s 
good sometimes to have someone say, “Let's do better than this.” 


What about the character of Nana? In your earlier drafts, 





she seems much more benign, and is much less eccentric. 


Nana, from the beginning, was there to give a feeling for Mag- 
gie’s background, that she came from someplace. And it hope- 
fully should be a little unexpected that Maggie harbors this real 
affection for someone, her grandmother. And you can definitely 
see Maggie in her-— 


There's an annoying line in the press kit for the film, in 
which Maggie is described as being “completely trans- 
formed” into a hard-edged woman because she was rejected 
by Anton. It seems to do a real disservice to the script—the 
Nana character is obviously there to give the audience some 
idea of where she gets a lot of that toughness from. 


Yeah, she definitely has it in her; it’s not something that all of 
the sudden takes her over. But it’s certainly a period in her life 
where she’s even tougher because of the breakup. Nana serves 
two purposes, really. First of all, I got to a point in the movie 
where I had this obligatory scene coming up in which | would 
have to show Anton and Linda’s breakup scene. | couldn't figure 
out how to do it; playing it out as it happens was just so uninter- 
esting. Then I got the idea for Nana: this other character who 
could tell us, and Sam and Maggie, about the breakup in back- 
story, as if she had been listening to the radio. At that same time, 
you could have the sense of who Maggie was and where she 
came from, which is why I had Nana repeat her line about nail- 
ing the willy to the beam. 


That line, and the rest of that scene, was cut from the film. 


Really? Oh, that’s right, that’s gone from the final cut, isn’t it? 
Originally, also, that was just one long scene in the loft, where 
Nana shows up, delivers the information, and leaves. Then | 
wrote a draft—I think every scene in this movie I've written 
with twelve different approaches, if not more—where Nana 
sleeps over and sort of domesticates the loft. That was something 
else that didn’t make it into the final draft or the film, the whole 
idea of them fixing up the loft gradually. 


In this draft, it’s intimated that it’s gradually becoming cozier, 
but it isn't really spelled out as it was in previous versions. 


Well, I wanted to make the point that they built this home for 
themselves out of this horrible, dark, cockroach-ridden space, 
and only when they are finally making it comfortable are they 
“successful” in breaking up Linda and Anton. At the very point 
their plan succeeds, they kind of forget what their mission was. 
They've built a life together. 


You went through eight years of rewriting on this; did you 

find that mostly beneficial for getting a firmer grip on the 
material—sharpening up characters, for instance—or was 
it ultimately harder to stay focused with each new draft? 


Well, a lot of directors were attached to this over the years, with 
lots of different ideas. Some were great, and some were just 
wrong for the material, and would have turned it into some- 
thing else. I never wrote a draft I didn’t feel happy with, but I did 


spend a lot of time in meetings talking about proposed changes 
which I knew would really change the shape of the movie. That 
was occasionally difficult to weather. But I don’t think there 
were any actual drafts where the characters veered off in a direc- 
tion that was detrimental. 


Do you feel that this draft is the tightest structurally? 


Yeah. That was always the mantra of the producers, and, when 
he finally became attached, of Griffin /Dunne/: “Shorter, 
shorter, shorter.” | tend to write long first drafts. The first draft 
of this—the one I optioned to Outlaw—was 168 very fudged 
pages—I wrote my own program so I could cheat the margins, 
the kerning, that kind of thing. And then one foul day, Warner 
Bros. put it into their format; that was a dark, dark day. You 
know, you hate to lose certain things, certain lines, but more 
often than not you find a more concise way of saying some- 
thing. Another thing about doing this over a long period of time 
is you really learn what is expendable and what isn’t. There were 
certain scenes | fought to keep in over the years—the dubbed- 
movie scene being one of them. Another one that some people 
really pushed to have taken out was the scene of Sam and Mag- 
gie sleeping together for the first time dressed as Anton and 
Linda. 


That's a very strong scene, and another interesting take on 
the romantic comedy—convention of ending with the “con- 
summation” of the protagonists’ love. 


Sometimes people will do that at the end of the second act—like 
When Harry Met Sally—but it’s not something you generally 
see taking place this early in a genre film. The argument 
against it was: “If they sleep together, what do we have to look 
forward to? Where's the tension?” And my feeling was always 
that they're zof sleeping together—they’re the two other char- 
acters sleeping together. So that instead of dissipating the ten- 
sion, it really coils it up. I think that worked out nicely, because 
afterwards they have a new understanding. Sam is given a new- 
found perspective on Maggie's vulnerability, because their inti- 
macy causes her to tell Sam why Anton broke up with her. And 
that, conversely, also gives him more reason to care about “res- 
cuing” Linda from Anton. 

By the way, when I started writing that scene, I didn’t know 
they were going to sleep together. I just knew that they would be 
drunk, and would plant various pieces of “evidence” all over 
Anton’s apartment. It just sort of happened. /laughs/] Like Ed 
Green making a second appearance at Anton’s apartment. He 
just walked in. It’s not often, for me, that the characters just 
decide to do what they want to do. It’s great when it does hap- 
pen, though, because you just sit back and say “Thank you.” 


Were there other particular scenes you had to fight for dur- 
ing the development process? 


Well, all the mapping and charting stuff with Sam, because it’s 
an admittedly peculiar premise to have your lead character's 
plan be to mathematically predict the demise of his ex’s new 

Continued on page 188 
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FADE IN: 

EXT. HIGHWAY —- EXTRA LONG SHOT - SUNSET 

A desolate expanse of desert highway with the setting 
sun on the horizon and, in the foreground, a dusty 
Joshua tree with a giant vulture perched on it. In the far 
distance, almost too far to be noticeable, AL ROBERTS 
can be seen walking toward CAMERA. A car, traveling at 
tremendous speed, passes him as he raises his thumb, 
then roars past CAMERA in a cloud of dust, causing the 
vulture to take to the air in terror. Roberts wearily slogs 
closer. When he reaches MEDIUM SHOT RANGE, we 
can see his ragged clothing and the stubble on his face. 
He looks dull and even somewhat dazed. Another car 
comes tearing up the road, thunders past, but does not 
stop at his signal. Roberts does not look disappointed. 
He is too tired to care any more. He pauses before CAM- 
ERA IN MEDIUM CLOSE RANGE to wipe the sweat from 
his brow. Then he peers offscene down the road ahead 
of him. Presently, he starts on again, CAMERA PANNING 
HIM. In the distance a town can be seen. 


The TITLE AND CREDITS NOW FADE IN, SUPERIM- 
POSED on the footage wherein Roberts trudges toward 
the outskirts of the town. 


(NOTE: All of the above is without SOUND - except for 
the crunch of Roberts’ feet on the gravel shoulder of the 
road, the almost ferocious zip of the two cars that pass 
him, and the flapping of the vulture’s wings as it takes 


flight.) 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. HIGHWAY —- MEDIUM SHOT - DUSK 

THE CAMERA FOLLOWS ROBERTS as he approaches 
the outskirts of a town. He passes a road sign, and the 
CAMERA HOLDS on it. It reads: LAS VEGAS CITY LIMITS 
~ TRAFFIC LAWS STRICTLY ENFORCED. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

LAS VEGAS - ESTABLISHING STOCK SHOT ~- DUSK 

It is beginning to get dark, and lights are being turned on 
here and there. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

MONTAGE OF QUICK FLASHES OF NEON SIGNS BEING 
TURNED ON - DUSK 

(1) MARRIAGES 

(2) DINE, DANCE AND TRY YOUR LUCK 

(3) CHECKS CASHED 

(4) LOANS ON YOUR SIGNATURE 

(5) LEGAL ADVICE 

(6) WELCOME TO LAS VEGAS 


During this montage, SLOWLY FADE IN the SOUND OF 
A JUKEBOX. The selection should be hot and fast. This 
music carries over into the following scene. 


EXT. LAS VEGAS STREET - FULL SHOT - DUSK 

It is a main thoroughfare, lined on both sides with curio 
shops, saloons and gambling halls. In the left f.g. is a 
neat white building bearing the legend: WEDDING 
CHAPEL - HORACE VERNEY, JUSTICE OF THE PEACE. 
In the right f.g. just across the street from the chapel is a 
shabby diner. As the scene opens, the neon sign above 
the diner — EAT - is snapped on. The street is crowded 
with passersby and automobiles. The SOUND of the 
jukebox is increasing in volume. 


Roberts enters scene from behind CAMERA. He makes 
for the diner and goes inside. 


INT. LAS VEGAS DINER - MED. SHOT FROM BEHIND 
COUNTER - NIGHT 

The little diner is well patronized with assorted rough 
types - employees from the nearby gambling joint, 
truckmen, laborers, etc. Featured are THREE TRUCK 
DRIVERS in leather jackets, named JOE, FRED AND LEW; 
the burly proprietor, whose name is GUS; and his frowsy 
wife, who is either derisively or affectionately called 
HEDY. It is a very ordinary diner with a multi-colored 
jukebox in one corner. This is the machine from which 
the hot and fast tune is emanating. 


As scene opens, Roberts enters unobtrusively from the 
street. Gus is behind the counter polishing coffee mugs. 
Hedy is busy at the range in front of an empty stool toward 
which Roberts moves. 


GUS (70 Joe, Fred and Lew above the din of music and 
conversation) \|s that so! Well, if you ask me, we serve the 
best coffee that can be got! If you ask me. 

LEW We ain't askin’ 
brown bilge! 





we're tellin’ you. It ain't coffee—it's 


FRED And that ain't givin’ bilge any the best of it. 


HEDY Gus, darlin’, don't mind them truck drivers. They're 
just ribbin’ you. (70 Lew) You want your hamburger with 
everything? 


LEW Yeah—but hold the onions. I’m seein’ my girl over in 
Salt Lake. 


FRED She never minded the smell of onions when | kissed 
her. 


Gus laughs hilariously. 
HEDY Gus. Remember, the customer's always right. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Hedy brings Lew his hamburger. 


HEDY Here you are, Lew. Well done, with everything— 
(Smiles at him) —exceptin’ onions. 


FRED You're makin’ a mistake, Lew. That Salt Lake baby 
likes onions—/ know. 


LEW /Sourly) Aw, shut up! 


MED. CLOSE SHOT - HEDY OVER ROBERTS’ SHOULDER - 
NIGHT 

Hedy moves into scene. The murmur of the truck drivers’ 
voices can be heard, ad-lib, almost drowned out by the 
MUSIC, which CONTINUES to play. She mops the counter 
before Roberts as she speaks. Roberts’ ragged condition 
can be emphasized here by having the CAMERA SHOOT 
OVER his ripped jacket. 


HEDY (70 Roberts) What'll it be, Mister? 


REVERSE ANGLE — NIGHT 

Roberts is sitting at the counter, slumped over disconso- 
lately, and his eyes are glazed. When he answers, it is in 
a low, dry voice, as though he finds it difficult to speak. 


ROBERTS Coffee... 

HEDY Jhat all? 

ROBERTS Doughnut... 

HEDY Plain or powdered? 
ROBERTS //is//essly) Oh... plain. 


Hedy shoulder moves out of scene, and for a moment all we 
see is Roberts’ blank expression. Then the shoulder reappears. 


HEDY All we got is powdered. 
ROBERTS Huh’ 

HEDY | said all we got is powdered. 
ROBERTS Then .. . powdered. 


Hedy moves offscene again. 


FULL SHOT ~- NIGHT 

Hedy places coffee and a doughnut in front of Roberts, 
then, as he ravenously tears into the pastry, she goes 
over to Gus and draws the proprietor away from the 
drivers. Hedy and Gus begin a whispered conversation, 
interrupted now and then by glances over at Roberts. (At 
this point, Lew, Fred and Joe are putting catsup over their 
hamburgers.) 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT COUNTER - NIGHT 
Roberts is ravenously tearing into the doughnut, dunking 
it in the coffee, and the din of conversation and music 
continues. Presently, his eye being caught by something 
offscene, in the direction of Hedy and Gus, he slows 
down, then stops eating. 


TWO SHOT - HEDY AND GUS BEHIND COUNTER - NIGHT 


The two are looking over in the direction of Roberts, in- 
decision and suspicion on their faces. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT COUNTER —- NIGHT 
Roberts turns a little away, as though fearful of being rec- 
ognized - an almost imperceptible movement, but mak- 
ing it obvious that he wishes to conceal his face. In a 
moment, however, understanding comes into his eyes, 
replacing his furtive expression. He feels in his pocket 
and places a dime on the counter. 


TWO SHOT - HEDY AND GUS BEHIND COUNTER — NIGHT 
The pair look relieved and turn away to go about their 
business. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT COUNTER — NIGHT 

After a half-contemptuous glance off in the direction of 
Hedy and Gus (both O.S.), Roberts commences to eat and 
drink again. The SOUND of the jukebox stops as the selec- 
tion comes to an end. 


INT. DINER — FULL SHOT - NIGHT 

Roberts is busy sipping his coffee, the truck drivers are 
now eating hamburgers, and Gus and Hedy are occupied 
behind the counter as Verney enters, breathless. The 
jukebox is silent. 





GUS (Culling wedges of pie) Hi, Judge! What'll it be—a 
cup of java? 

VERNEY (Wringing his hands as he comes forward) No. 
No thanks, Gus. I need two witnesses right away. 


FRED (His mouth full) Okay, Judge. You got one. I'll swear 
on my mother's grave | saw the whole thing and it wasn't 
your fault—for a price! 

GUS Another elopement, Judge? 

VERNEY (Despairingly) Oh, | don’t know. They just came 
in a few minutes ago—and the groom is in a hurry. 


INT. DINER - CLOSE SHOT - JOE - NIGHT 
Joe is lighting a cigarette and he points his line with the 
striking of a match. 


JOE (Shaking his head) The poor sap. 
FULL SHOT — NIGHT 


VERNEY (70 Hedy) Mrs. Lascaris . . . 


HEDY (Surveying her husband distastefully) Sorry, Judge, 
weddings make me sick. 


Verney looks pleadingly at Gus. 


GUS | can't leave the place. (Suddenly to Lew, Joe and 
Fred) Why don’t you fellows give the judge a hand here? You 
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can spare a couple of minutes, can't you? 
CLOSE SHOT - VERNEY - NIGHT 


VERNEY Witnessing a wedding ordinarily is considered a 
great honor—and | usually pay fifty cents a piece for witnesses 
—or a little more according to what the happy bridegroom 
vies me... 

He pauses for offers which do not come, then he signs: 


VERNEY But I'll make it a dollar a piece. 
GROUP SHOT - JOE, LEW AND FRED AT COUNTER - 


VERNEY IN B.G. - NIGHT 
The three look at one another questioningly. 


LEW Make it three dollars for me and Fred and you got 
yourself a couple of high-class witnesses. 


CLOSE SHOT - VERNEY - NIGHT 


VERNEY (Desperate) All right. But you're taking advantage 
of me. Come on! The groom’s in a hurry. 


MED. SHOT - FEATURING FRED - NIGHT 
Fred slips off his stool, munching his hamburger. 


FRED And we get the money in advance. 


VERNEY All right—all right—but you're taking advantage 
of me. 


Fred. Verney and Lew go 0.8. toward the door. The SOUND 
of a door closing comes over. 


TWO SHOT - HEDY AND ROBERTS - NIGHT 

Hedy comes over to where Roberts is seated and removes 
the empty doughnut plate. She also picks up the dime 
from the counter. 


HEDY (S0207/)) You want anything else. 

ROBERTS \o. 

He sips his coffee slowly and Hedy moves offscene. 

CLOSE SHOT - JOE AT COUNTER - NIGHT 

Joe is eating his pie, scrutinizing each forkful before 
putting it in his mouth. He takes a swig of coffee and sighs 


contentedly. After a second, he looks offscene in the 
direction of Roberts. 


JOE (Calling) Hey, you! 


CAMERA PULLS BACK TO A WIDER ANGLE, taking in 
Roberts, who is hunched over his coffee mug. Roberts 


Joe goes over to the jukebox in the corner and studies the 


turns questioningly to face Joe. 


ROBERTS \\e’ 
JOE Sure, you! Which way you heading? 
ROBERTS 0)... east... 


JOE No good, | was thinking if you was heading north, | 
could help you out. 


He rises and comes over to Roberts. 


JOE |'m pushing for Salt Lake, and I hate riding alone at 
night. I'm the kind of guy who's got to talk or he falls asleep. 


ROBERTS (\o/ wanting to converse) Oh. 


JOE Yeah. Now my partner, Lew, he’s got Fred to keep him 
company. | ain't got nobody at all... where you coming 
from? 


ROBERTS \\esi. 
JOE Sure. But where? L.A.? 
ROBERTS \laybe. 


TWO SHOT - JOE AND ROBERTS AT COUNTER - NIGHT 


JOE | vot a cousin in L.A. 
ROBERTS \ou don't say! 
JOE Hinm . .. you're not much of a talker, are you? 


ROBERTS ((Quielly sarcastic) My mother taught me never 
to speak to strangers. 


JOE Oh, a wise guy, huh? 
ROBERTS (With sudden savagery) So what? 


Joe is taken aback by this sudden snap and gets up from 


his stool onto which he has slid. 


JOE (Griervously) All right. You don’t have to get tough about 
it. | was only trying to be sociable. (Calling to Hedy) Hey, 
glamorous. Got change of a dime? 


FULL SHOT - NIGHT 

Hedy slowly walks over to Joe, where he is standing beside 
the slouched figure of Roberts at the counter, takes Joe's 
dime, rings up “no sale” on the cash register anc slams 
two nickels down before him. 


HEDY Let's have something quieter this time, Joe. My head's 
splitting. 


JOE (With an attempt at humor) So that’s what's wrong 
with it. 


card-index. 





HEDY (7/0 Roberts) You done with your coffee? 
ROBERTS No— and don't rush me, will you? 


HEDY (///-humoredly) Take your time—take your time. 
Stay for the weekend, why don’t you? 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT COUNTER - NIGHT 
Roberts sits there, staring blankly into his coftee cup, 
epitomizing weariness and defeat. He sips trom his cup 
absently. 


Then the SOUND of a coin being deposited in the jukebox 
comes over, followed by the opening strains of “Sophis 
ticated Lady.” For a moment the sounds do not register in 
his brain; then, slowly, he lifts his head and a haunted light 
grows in his eyes. He puts the coffee mug down on the 
counter as CAMERA DOLLIES IN tor a big CLOSE-UP of 
his face - parted lips, slight frown, the expression of a 
man in whose mind a memory is taking root. 


ROBERTS (Almost inaudible above the music) Hey . . . 
hey, turn that thing off! 


MED. SHOT - NIGHT 

Roberts swings around on his stool toward Joe, who is 
standing at the jukebox. 

ROBERTS (70 Joc) Hey, will you turn that thing off! 
JOE What's eating you? 


GUS (Coming along the counter toward them) Yeah, 
what's eating you? 


ROBERTS Jhiai music... 

CAMERA TRUCKS IN CLOSER as the three are grouped 
into a tighter pattern. 

ROBERTS That music . . . it stinks. 


GUS (Exchanging a look with Joe) Oh, you don't like it, 
huh? 


ROBERTS Can't you turn it off? 


JOE (Belligerent—from a distance) Now, wait a minute, 
chum. That was vy nickel, see? 


ROBERTS (Seeing reason) Okay. 


JOE (Enjoying being abused) And this is a free country. | 
play whatever | want. 


GUS (Above the music) Sure, and if you don’t like it, you 
don't have to listen. You can go anytime you want. 


ROBERTS (ui//)") Okay, okay! Sorry | asked. 
HEDY’S VOICE (0... shouting) That's the first decent 


piece that’s been plaved tonight. Some people ain't got no 
laste. 


Roberts hesitates, then swings back toward the counter, 
and his coffee. without another word. 


MED. CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT COUNTER — NIGHT 
The jukebox continues to blare out “Sophisticated Lady.’ 
As Roberts slouches over his coffee, sipping it absently, 
his eyes are desolate. 


(In all instances when dubbing narration, the narrator's 
voice fades in as dialogue, music or sound effects fade 
out - thus effecting a kind of lap dissolve of soundtrack.) 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrating) Did you ever want to for- 
get anything? Did you ever want to cut away a piece of your 
memory or blot it out? You can't, you kKnow—no matter how 
hard you try. You can deaden it maybe for a little while by 
reading a book or seeing a movie or by going out and getting 
saturated . . . 


CAMERA TRUCKS IN FOR A CLOSER SHOT 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrafing) You can change the 
scenery, run away for a million miles. But sooner or later it 
catches up with you. 


Roberts takes out a battered cigarette expressiontessly as 
his narrating voice continues to come over scene. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) You'll get a whiff of per- 
fume, or somebody will say a certain phrase, or maybe you'll 
hear an old tune on the radio. Then you're licked again . . . 


Roberts strikes a match and lights the cigarette blankly, 
as CAMERA PANS away from him to the jukebox in the 
corner. CAMERA DOLLIES IN SLOWLY on the machine. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrafing) “Sophisticated Lady.” | 
used to love that tune once. So did the customers back in the 
old Break O° Dawn Club in New York. | can't remember a night 
when I didn’t get at least three requests for it, and once some 
rich drunk kept shoving a couple of dollars at me every time 
| beat it out. | must've cleared fifty that night... 


The CAMERA now has the revolving record-disk of the 
jukebox in BIG CLOSE-UP. It keeps DOLLYING IN. (The 
record-disk of the jukebox and the circular dance floor of 
the Break O' Dawn Club coincide for a transition.) 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) Sue was always selling it, 
too. Sometimes a little flat, though—in the middle part. She 
never could get that one straight. (Nostalgically,) Those were 
the days... 
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DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

INT. BREAK O' DAWN CLUB - BOOM SHOT - NIGHT 

A cheap, medium-sized nightclub with a small circular 
dance floor and gaudy decorations. The tables are six 
inches apart and the air is smoky. On the left in the rear is 
a bandstand on which a six-piece orchestra is playing. The 
place is packed. The orchestra is playing “Sophisticated 
Lady” (having picked up a cue from the jukebox). When 
Roberts continues his narration, it is over the SOUND of 
the music and the murmur of conversation. 


THE CAMERA, at the top of a flight of dingy stairs lead- 
ing into the club, MOVES DOWN AND INTO the club as 
the band plays and Roberts narrates. In this sequence, 
the SOUNDS of merrymaking are there, along with the 
music — but at such reduced volume as not to detract from 
the narration. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narraling) It wasn't much of a 
club, really... You know the kind. A joint where you could 
have a sandwich and a few drinks, and run interference for 
your girl on the dance floor—all for less than a ten spot. . . 


CAMERA MOVES IN, TRUCKING IN ON the orchestra. 
The musicians are clad in cheap tuxedos. Roberts is now 
discovered to be the piano player. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) | pounded the piano in 
there every night, from eight until the place closed up— 
which usually meant four in the morning. A good job, as jobs 
went in those days—forty dollars. Then, too, there was Sue . . . 


The music has reached a point where a vocal would 
begin, and CAMERA PANS QUICKLY to a break in the 
cyclorama behind orchestra boys. SUE HARVEY is 
framed in the opening. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) | would have worked for 
nothing . . . 


CLOSE SHOT - SUE ON BANDSTAND - NIGHT 
CAMERA PANS SUE, a very beautiful blonde, to the center 
of the bandstand as she sings “Sophisticated Lady.” Her 
voice FADES INTO full volume. 


WIDER ANGLE 

The attention of the dancers on the floor is caught. They 
dance closer to the bandstand as Sue continues. She 
sings one chorus. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT PIANO ~ NIGHT 

Roberts accompanies Sue, along with the band, as she 
sings. This CLOSE SHOT reveals him to be slightly 
younger-looking and apparently very happy. We scarcely 
recognize the depressed tramp of the Las Vegas 


sequence. He looks O.S. in the direction of Sue and 
smiles encouragement and approval. 


INSERT — ROBERTS’ FINGERS ON THE KEYBOARD 
His fingers are nimbly accompanying Sue as she sings 
“Sophisticated Lady.” 


CLOSE SHOT —- ROBERTS AT PIANO - NIGHT 
Immediately after Sue starts the second chorus, Roberts 
narration commences again. (Soundtrack lap dissolve.) 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) All in all, | was a pretty 
lucky guy. Maybe Sue was no Lily Pons . . . 


CAMERA PULLS BACK until both Roberts and Sue are 
iramed. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) . . . in fact, lots of people 
thought she was slightly bad . . . but she was as beautiful as 
they come... and I loved her. . . 


Roberts and Sue exchange affectionate, almost secret, little 
smiles, unmindful of the people around them. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating). .. and what was more, 
she loved me. (Pause—then gloomily) But we didn’t get 
married and live happily ever after, like in the movies. 


CAMERA PULLS BACK FAST from the bandstand. Sue is 
still singing “Sophisticated Lady” under Roberts’ voice, 
which comes over scene. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arra/ing) | suppose that night, in 
February, after the show, was the real beginning of all the 
trouble . . . 


CAMERA has reached FULL SHOT RANGE from the 
bandstand. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. BREAK O° DAWN CLUB - FULL SHOT - NIGHT 

lt is the same shot and ANGLE as the close of the previ- 
ous scene, but the LIGHTING has changed. The place is 
empty of customers and the chairs are piled up on the 
tables. The pails, brooms and mops of the scrubwomen 
are in the center of the dance floor. With only overhead 
work-lights burning, the club looks depressing 


In the b.g. on the bandstand, Roberts, wearing his over- 
coat and hat, is at the piano playing the Chopin “Post- 
humous Waltz” - and doing a fine job of it. CAMERA 
TRUCKING IN on Roberts at the far end of the room. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT PIANO — NIGHT 

It is obvious, watching Roberts as he plays this Chopin 
piece, that he loves the piano and good music. He is lost 
in his performance. 








INSERT - ROBERTS’ HANDS ON KEYBOARD 
As he plays Chopin. 


CLOSE SHOT —- ROBERTS AT PIANO - NIGHT 
Carried away by the music, it is a shock to Roberts when 
Sue's voice (O.S.) is heard. 


SUE’S VOICE /0.8.) Mr. Paderewski, I presume . . . 


CAMERA PULLS BACK for a WIDER ANGLE, taking in 
Sue. She, too, is dressed for the street. Roberts stops 
playing, turns and smiles at her. 


It should be emphasized that both Roberts and Sue are 
very cheaply dressed. Working at the Break O' Dawn 
represents defeat. 


SUE (Quickly) Oh, don't stop, Al... that was beautiful! 
You'll make Carnegie Hall vet. 


ROBERTS (/iirning back to the piano) Sure, as the janitor. 
They'll book me in the basement. 


He plays a few more bars of the Chopin piece. 


SUE | don't blame you for being bittep—but you mustn't 
give up hope, darling. Some day . . . 


ROBERTS Some day, if | don’t get arthritis first. In the 
meantime . . . 


He effects a transition to some uninspired boogie-woogie, bul 
aifter a few bars, he bangs the piano with his fist and rises abruplly. 


ROBERTS Let's blow this trap. I'm tired. 


EXT. BREAK O' DAWN CLUB - MED. SHOT - SNOW 
ON GROUND 

The Break O' Dawn is in a side street cellar. Above the 
entrance, which is down a few steps, is an old-fashioned 
electric sign, reading: BR-AK O' D-WN. Some of the 
bulbs have burned out. There are placards flanking the 
entrance, one advertising LARRY BLACK AND HIS CEL- 
EBRATED ORCHESTRA, the other being Sue's photo 
and announcing: SUE HARVEY, THE HUMAN TORCH, 
APPEARING NIGHTLY. 


There are about three inches of snow on the ground, 
except for the narrow path that has been cleared for 
pedestrians on the sidewalk. 


Roberts and Sue come up the steps from the club as the 
electric sign is turned off. They pause in front of the door. 
ROBERTS ()(w ving) Like to get something to eat, hon? 


SUE 0h, I don't think so, Al... | lose my appetite working 
in that fleabag. Let's go home. 


ROBERTS (kay. 


They start to walk wearily away, arm in arm, CAMERA 
TRUCKING THEM. 


SUE | can’t stand much more of that dump. Did you see 
that drunk tonight, trying to paw me? 


ROBERTS (/i:rning fo her with a frown) No. What drunk? 
SUE (With a sigh) Does it matter what drunk? 


CAMERA HOLDS, allowing them to proceed O.S. 


WIPE TO: 

EXT. STREET AT LAMPPOST - MED. ELEVATOR SHOT - 
NIGHT - SNOW ON GROUND 

CAMERA IS PLACED so that the sign on the lamppost is 
in the f.g. From this position only a shadowy snow-covered 
expanse of street and sidewalk is revealed. Except for the 
large circle of light under the lamppost, all is in shadow. 
In this shot, the sign reads: 17TH STREET - 8TH AVENUE. 


Roberts and Sue emerge from the blackness and slowly 
make their way toward CAMERA, carefully crossing the 
mounds of snow thrown up at the visible curb by a snow- 
plow at some earlier moment. Their voices fade in to full 
volume as they come closer. 


ROBERTS Say, what's on your mind tonight? That was the 
third time you started to tell me something and then stopped. 


As they come closer, they pass a janitor who rolls an ash- 
barrel to the curb. 


CAMERA COMMENCES TO SINK until it is at the level of 
their heads. The sign is now O.S. 


ROBERTS (A//er waiting for a reply) We shouldn't have 
secrets from each other, Sue. Next week we're going to make 
with the license and the ring. You and I—we're a team. 


The janitor leaves the ash-barrel at the curb and goes O.S. 
toward his house. Roberts and Sue keep coming toward 
CAMERA. 


SUE Yes—that’s right. In the bush league. 

ROBERTS (7urning to her puzzled) | don't get you . . . 
SUE We've been struck out. 

A worried frown grows on Roberts’ forehead as he looks 
at her. Sue takes care not to meet his eyes, as the two 


proceed O.S. CAMERA THEN RISES SLOWLY up the 
lamppost until it reaches the sign. 


STOP CAMERA TO: 
EXT. STREET AT LAMPPOST - MED. ELEVATOR SHOT - 
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NIGHT - SNOW ON GROUND 

The identical shot as before, but the snow is rearranged 
and the sign now reads: 19TH STREET - 8TH AVENUE. 
A milk wagon is visible at the curb, its horse blanketed 
against the cold. Roberts and Sue emerge from the black- 
ness and make their way toward CAMERA. 


ROBERTS That's a funny way to talk, darling. Don't you 
want to marry me? 


CAMERA COMMENCES TO SINK as Sue hesitates, then 
she stops and turns Roberts around to face her. They are 
in the center of the circle of light. The sign on the lamp- 
post is now O.S. 


SUE (With determination) Al, \ook. | love you. You know | 
do. And | want to marry you . . . 


ROBERTS (Sensing something unpleasant coming) But... 


SUE (Anxious to get it over with) But—not now. Only after 
we've made good. (Appealing to his common sense) Oh, 
darling, don’t you see? You and I—we're frustrated. We have 
nothing. And, maybe, if we keep up this way, we never will. 


ROBERTS (S/ubbornly) We have each other. 


SUE (Bitferly) One failure leaning on another. Now wouldn't 
that be a swell combination. 


ROBERTS We'll get by okay. 
SUE That isn’t it at all. 
ROBERTS Then | don’t see what difference marrying me . . . 


SUE It makes a lot of difference . . . (Pause) Sunday, I'm 
going away... 

Roberts stares at the girl dumbfounded. 

SUE (Falteringly) | know you'll think it’s silly—that’s why 
| hesitated to tell you—but I'm going to California . . . 
(Pause) | want to try my luck in Hollywood. 





For a moment they face each other, Roberts staring at 
the girl with his mouth open. Then Sue takes his arm and 
leads him O.S. CAMERA RISES SLOWLY up at the lamp- 
post until it reaches the sign. 


STOP CAMERA TO: 

EXT. STREET AT LAMPPOST - MED. ELEVATOR SHOT - 
NIGHT - SNOW ON GROUND 

The snow is once again rearranged and the sign changed. 
In the f.g., it is now 21ST STREET - 9TH AVENUE. A 
policeman, twirling his club, saunters away from CAMERA, 
and disappears into the blackness just as Roberts and 
Sue emerge, coming toward CAMERA. 


ROBERTS (is voice fading in as they approach) . . . stu- 


pid thing | ever heard of! Don’t you know millions of people 
go out there every year and wind up polishing cuspidors! | 
thought you had better sense. 

SUE (Defiantly) You sound as if you don’t think I have any 
talent. 


ROBERTS ‘hat has nothing to do with it. 
SUE (Doggedly) I'll make out all right. 


CAMERA SINKS as they approach. The sign is now O.S. 


ROBERTS Maybe. But what about me? Doesn't it mean 
anything to you that you're busting up all our plans? That we 
may not be seeing each other for years? 

SUE It won't be that long. 

Roberts helps her over a mound of snow at the curb. 
ROBERTS | thought you loved me. 

SUE | do. You know I do. 

Roberts stops in the center of the circle of light to face her. 
ROBERTS (Bitfer!y) No, if you did, you wouldn't be so ready 
to take off. The most important thing to you is having your 
puss on a screen forty-seven feet high for all the morons in 
the mezzanine to drool over. You don’t love me, Sue . . . You 
love hundred-buck dresses and autograph books and cham- 


pagne out of a five-gallon can. You want a million people 
pointing you out and... 


SUE (/nferrupting) What if | do? What if I don't like the 
idea of yelling myself hoarse every night in a cheap joint, in 
front of cheap people? Doing my own laundry, and next week 
maybe even yours. (Decisively) I'm leaving for Hollywood on 
Sunday—like it or lump it! 


ROBERTS (Svarting to speak, then changing his mind) 
Okay, Sue. If that’s the way you want it. 





SUE That's the way it’s going to be. 


As they start to walk on again: 


WIPE TO: 

EXT. SUE’S HOUSE - MED. SHOT - NIGHT - SNOW ON 
GROUND 

A dirty brownstone situated on a side street. CAMERA, 
SHOOTING OVER an overflowing garbage can with a cat 
perched on it, photographs Roberts and Sue as they 
approach the house. Both appear very gloomy, and 
Roberts kicks a tin can into the street as they come for- 
ward. They stop at the foot of the stairs leading up to the 
front door. They do not speak. 


TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND SUE AT STEPS - NIGHT - 
SNOW ON GROUND 





SUE (/urning to Roberts) Well, here we are. (Afler an 
uncomfortable silence) Al, why can't you see my side of it? 
I'm young. We both are. And we've got all the time in the 
world to settle down. Really, what I’m doing is the only sane 
thing to do. I hate the thought of being so far away from you, 
but we'll be together again some day. (An idea strikes her) 
Maybe you'll decide to come out, too, later on . . . 


ROBERTS (/urning away from her) So long. 
SUE Aren't you going to kiss me good night? 
ROBERTS (A//er @ moment of indecision) Sure. Why not? 


Roberts kisses her without passion, almost perfunctorily, 
then goes away. CAMERA MOVES IN to a CLOSER 
SHOT of Sue. As the SOUND of Roberts’ retreating, but 
snow-muffled, footsteps fade, she is frowning slightly, 
obviously worried by his attitude. Finally, however, she 
shrugs hopelessly and turns toward her door. 


FADE OUT 


FADE INTO: 

EXT. BREAK O’ DAWN CLUB - MED. SHOT - TRUCKING 
~ NIGHT 

The snow is gone from the ground. The electric sign is 
lighted and the street before it is well populated, numerous 
people entering the club down the stairs. 


CAMERA TRUCKS IN for a CLOSE SHOT OF THE PLACARD 
which formerly had been used to advertise Sue. It now 
reads: JUDY JONES, THE HUMAN TORCH, APPEARING 
NIGHTLY. The opposite placard still advertises: LARRY 
BLACK AND HIS CELEBRATED ORCHESTRA. Judy, it 
may be observed from her photograph on the placard, is 
a buxom brunette. 


WARNING: Avoid sexy clothes. 


During this scene, FADE IN SLOWLY, the strains of a hot, 
fast number. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating—over music) All this 
was in February. Before it got to be March | was going nuts . . . 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

INT. BREAK O' DAWN CLUB - FULL SHOT - NIGHT 
The orchestra is playing a hot, fast number, and people 
are dancing. 


GROUP SHOT - ORCHESTRA ON BANDSTAND, DANCING 
COUPLE IN F.G. - NIGHT 

Roberts is at the piano, which is situated near the edge 
of the bandstand. He plays absently. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) \t was like something 
had gone out of me, not having Sue around, and nothing 


could make up for it. . . 


The man and girl dancing in fg. are very close to Roberts. 


MED. THREE SHOT - ROBERTS AT PIANO, DANCING 
COUPLE IN F.G. - NIGHT 

A buxom brunette, dancing with her partner close to 
Roberts, waves provocatively at him. Roberts smiles back 
at her, but it is obviously a forced smile. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) No, nothing... 


The buxom brunette looks a trifle hurt at this cool recep- 
tion to her advances. She and her partner dance 0.8. 


WIPE TO: 

CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT PIANO - NIGHT 

Roberts is doing a request number - anything but 
“Sophisticated Lady.” He looks bored. 


FULL SHOT - NIGHT 

In the distance, Roberts is at the piano, playing the 
request number. He is alone on the bandstand and, of 
course, nobody is dancing. The Second Waiter, who is in 
the f.g., bends over while a customer whispers in his ear. 
The customer slips something into his hand, and the 
Second Waiter starts for the bandstand in the distance. 
CAMERA FOLLOWING HIM AT MEDIUM SHOT RANGE 
of the bandstand. 


TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND SECOND WAITER - AT 
PIANO — NIGHT 
Roberts is just finishing the request number. 


SECOND WAITER Hey, Roberts! You hit the jackpot this 
time. Ten bucks. 


The Second Waiter hands Roberts the money, which Roberts 
lakes without a great deal of interest. 


ROBERTS Thanks. 


The Second Waiter shakes his head, bewildered by Roberts’ 


apathetic attitude. 
VOICE (0.5.) Waiter! 


SECOND WAITER (Going 0.5.) Relax, Mister. I'm com- 
ing... 


Alone again, Roberts unfolds the ten-dollar bill and turns 
it over in his hand. CAMERA TRUCKS IN for a CLOSER 
SHOT OF ROBERTS. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) . . .so when this drunk 
handed me a ten spot after his request, I couldn't get very excited. 
What was it? I asked myself. A piece of paper crawling with 
germs maybe. It couldn't buy anything / wanted. It couldn't. . . 
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Roberts slowly lifts his head as an idea strikes him. 
ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) But then | thought of 


something . . . 


Roberts rises, leaps off the bandstand, and, CAMERA 
TRUCKING HIM, hurries toward the bar, threading his 
way through the tables and people. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrafing) Maybe it was childish, 
and maybe I had no pride, but I decided I'd fought it long 
enough . .. 


Roberts reaches the bar, and CAMERA HOLDS for a 
MEDIUM TWO SHOT of Roberts and the bartender, the 
latter a middle-aged, nondescript individual. 


BARTENDER Whiat'!! it be, Al. 


ROBERTS (Jossing the ten spot on the bar) \'ve drunk 
enough for one night. But look, Pat. Do me a favor, will you. 
Change this thing into quarters. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - ROBERTS AND BARTENDER AT 
BAR — NIGHT 


BARTENDER (/i:king money from bar) Sure, Al. 


CAMERA PANS bartender to cash register, where he 
rings up “no sale” and takes out several paper rolls of 
coins. 


BARTENDER Where's the poker game? (Counting the 
rolls) Vl have to give you some dimes, too. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS OVER BARTENDER’S SHOUL- 
DER —- NIGHT 

The bartender’s shoulder comes into scene from direction 
of cash register and Roberts is given the paper rolls. He 
starts O.S. 


ROBERTS (/eaving the bar) Thanks, Pat. 


Roberts appears excited, as though he anticipates something. 


BOOM SHOT - NIGHT 

From a MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT of Roberts leaving the bar 
with the rolls of coins in his hand, CAMERA PULLS BACK 
AND UP over the crowd to a FULL SHOT of the club. 
Roberts is observed snaking through the closely packed 
place until he reaches a line of telephone booths near the 
hat-check window. The orchestra is not on the bandstand, 
and the only sounds to come over during this scene, 
above the confused din of merrymaking, are the snatches 
which are caught as CAMERA PASSES various tables. 


The characters who “throw away” the following lines are 
typical of them. 


TABLE #1 (Shricks of drunken laughter by all) 


TABLE #2 *... and so the sailor knocked three times and 
sure enough a beautiful...” 


TABLE #3 “My wife, she’s all right—she just don’t under- 
stand me...” 


TABLE #4 *... eighteen berries, win, place and show . . .” 


TABLE #5 “Who's an old biddy? Say, brother, one more 
crack like that and V'll. ..” 


TABLE #6 “Waiter, another round...” 


TABLE #7 “Say, what kind of a clip joint is this? Thirty 
dollars—for what?” 


EXT. PHONE BOOTH - FULL SHOT - ROBERTS THRU 
GLASS DOOR - NIGHT 

Roberts is speaking into the phone, but he is, of course, 
inaudible. The SOUNDS of merrymaking SUSTAIN. 


INT. BREAK O' DAWN CLUB - MED. SHOT - BAND. 
STAND - NIGHT 

Larry Black and His Celebrated Orchestra are coming 
back onto the stand as the scene opens. They sit down 
and sort the music sheets on their racks. Black looks 
over at the piano and asks the trumpet player: 


BLACK (70 (rumpet player) Say, where's Roberts? 


TRUMPET PLAYER (S)rueving) Who knows? Probably 
drinking himself to death somewhere. 


BLACK (Annoyed) Well, we'll start without him. | don't 
know what's got into him lately. He’s in a fog. (70 the boys) 
Number 317, fellows. 


INT. PHONE BOOTH - ROBERTS 


ROBERTS (Speaking into phone) Harvey. Sue Harvey. H-A- 
R-V-E-Y. The number is Crestview Six... Oh, you've got that, 
eh?... Huh? No, I don’t want to talk to anyone else. Only her. 
Yes, I'll hold on... 


INT. BREAK O' DAWN CLUB - MED. FULL SHOT - NIGHT 
SHOOTING TOWARD BANDSTAND. People start com- 
ing out onto the floor to dance as the orchestra plays 
“Sophisticated Lady.” (Or at the discretion of Director, 
spot dancers, dance team or other specialty number - 
first half only — here.) 


GROUP SHOT - ORCHESTRA ON BANDSTAND - NIGHT 
As they play “Sophisticated Lady.’ 














INT. PHONE BOOTH - ROBERTS 

The orchestra can be heard playing “Sophisticated Lady,” 
very faintly, as Roberts drops quarter after quarter into 
the slot of the phone. 


ROBERTS (Cownling) ... two seventy-five... three... 
three and a quarter . . . three-fifty... . 


He appears very nervous. 


MED. FULL SHOT - NIGHT 

People are dancing to the music of “Sophisticated Lady,” 
which can be heard above the din of conversation and 
merrymaking. (Or if specialty number used, spot second 
half of act here.) 


INT. PHONE BOOTH - ROBERTS 
“Sophisticated Lady” comes over faintly throughout 
scene, making a fitting background. 


ROBERTS (Speaking into phone) Hello, Sue... (Sweat 
stands out on his brow and his face registers apprehen- 
sion. How will his call be received?) This is Al... . (A long 
pause, during which the apprehension fades and is replaced 
by a look of utter happiness) Oh, baby, it's good to hear from 
you, too! What's that? . . . You do? Me, too, darling. I thought 
I'd go batty without you, I just had to... huh? (Pause) You're 
working as a hash-slinger! Oh, that’s tough, honey. Those 
guys out there in Hollywood don’t know the real thing when 
it’s right in front of them. You just stick it out, Sue, baby. Keep 
going around to those casting offices. I’m sure you'll click. 
(Pause) You're coming back to me? No, don’t do that. I want 
you to have your chance. And maybe you've been rushing 
things. (Suddenly) Look, I'll tell you what . . . Stay put out 
there. I'll come to you . . . (Pause) Oh, who cares about this 
job. Only now it’s worse than it ever was—without you around. 
You should see who's in your spot. A hefty brunette with a 
figure like a sack of dirty laundry! Darling... No, don’t try to 
stop me. Just expect me. The train? Who knows? Train, plane, 
bus, magic-carpet . . . I'll be there if I have to crawl—if I have 
to travel by pogo stick. And then let's get married right away, 
huh? (Pause) That's the stuff... That's what I've been want- 
ing to hear you say. Well, goodbye for now. 


EXT. PHONE BOOTH - FULL SHOT - NIGHT 

Roberts emerges from the booth excitedly and hurries 
O.S. toward the bandstand. The strains of “Sophisticated 
Lady” sustain. 


INT. BREAK O' DAWN CLUB - MED. FULL SHOT - NIGHT 
Roberts threads his way through tables (and dancers, if 
no specialty number is used for previous scenes, but 
across empty floor if used) to the bandstand. He climbs 
up on it. The orchestra is still playing “Sophisticated Lady.’ 


GROUP SHOT - BLACK, ROBERTS AND ORCHESTRA 
ON BANDSTAND - NIGHT 

Black, leading the band, looks over angrily at Roberts as 
the latter moves directly to the piano, fishes out his hat 
and coat from behind it. 


BLACK (Above the music) Say, where do you think you're 
going, Roberts? 


ROBERTS (Happily) \'m resigning, Black. After tonight 
your symphony orchestra will have to get along without me. 


He leaps from the bandstand lightly and disappears 0.5. 
Black looks after him, bewildered and annoyed. 


BLACK What the— (Angrily) Good riddance. 


As he turns back to the orchestra, 
FADE OUT 


FADE IN: 

MONTAGE OF QUICK FLASHES OF ROBERTS, HITCH- 
HIKING - DAY 

(1) Roberts being picked up by a sedan on a snowy road. 
He is wearing his overcoat. 

(2) Roberts walking along road in rain, wearing Overcoat, 
thumbing cars that do not stop for him. 

(3) Roberts, wearing overcoat, getting into truck. 

(4) Roberts, carrying his overcoat now (and a suitcase 
that appears in all these shots) running down road after a 
station wagon that has stopped. 

(5) Roberts entering a small pawnshop carrying his over- 
coat. 

(6) Roberts, minus his overcoat, getting out of a truck and 
waving, goodbye to the driver. 

(7) Roberts thumbing rides in the hot sun. 

(8) Roberts being picked up by another sedan. 

(9) AND SUPERIMPOSED on all of the above shots, a 
map of the United States with the CAMERA MOVING 
ACROSS it from East to West. 


The above scenes are without sound. A music background 
consisting of a special arrangement of “California, Here | 
Come” and “Sophisticated Lady” — instrumental only - is 
heard as the narrator speaks over the entire montage. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) The only way | could 
cross the country was to thumb it, for even after hocking 
everything hockable, I only had enough money to eat. I ran 
into a little trouble in Dallas where they threw me into jail for 
vagrancy, but they let me out a couple of days later and I wasn’t 
treated too badly. (Pause) Ever done any hitchhiking? It’s not 
much fun, believe me. Oh, yes, I know all about how it’s an 
education, and how you get to meet a lot of people and all 
that. But me, from now on I'll take my education in Harvard, 
or in PS. 62, or I'll send a dollar ninety-eight in stamps—no 
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for ten easy lessons in something. 





coins accepted 


FADE background music out. 


EXT. DESERT HIGHWAY — CLOSE SHOT —- ROBERTS - DAY 
CAMERA TRUCKS Roberts as he walks along the shoulder 
of the road, carrying his battered suitcase. He thumbs a 
car that roars by. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrafing) Thumbing rides may 
save you bus fare, but it’s dangerous. You never know what's 
in store for you when you hear the squeal of brakes. 


An expensive convertible coupe with the top down streaks 


past Roberts as he waves his thumb. The SOUND OF 


screeching brakes comes over strong. 


MED. SHOT - DAY 

SHOOTING from the opposite side of the road, the 
CAMERA photographs Roberts staring at the convertible, 
which has stopped not more than twenty-five yards down 
the road. After a moment, Roberts snaps out of it and runs 
toward the car. Roberts is in poor condition generally. His 
trousers are dirty, his shoes caked with mud; he needs a 
shave badly, and his polo shirt is torn. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) If only | had known 


what I was getting into that day in Arizona. . . 


Roberts reaches the car with its sole occupant. 


MEDIUM TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND HASKELL — DAY 
CHARLES HASKELL, JR., a man of Roberts’ own age and 
of similar build and coloring, is the driver of the car. He is 
expensively dressed. There are pronounced circles under 
his eyes, making him appear not only dissipated, but 
actually ill. 


As the scene opens, Haskell swallows a pill which he has 
taken from a little metal box. He restores the box to his 
pocket as Roberts arrives at the side of the car. 


HASKELL Step on it, chum, if you want a ride. I've got to 
make tracks. 

Roberts hurries to get in, fumbling with his suitcase. 
HASKELL Better throw that back of the seat. Here... 


He takes the bag from Roberts and tosses it unceremoni- 
ously behind. 
HASKELL Okay, let's go. Make sure your door’s closed. 


Roberts opens and bangs the door on his side of the car as 
the convertible drives 0.8. 


INT. ROADSTER - TWO SHOT THRU WINDSHIELD 
PROCESS - DAY 


The car apparently is traveling at a good clip and desert 
scenery unravels behind them. The SOUND of the car 
motor SUSTAINS THROUGHOUT this entire sequence. 


Roberts and Haskell are silent. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) You know, Emily Post 
ought to write a book of rules for guys thumbing rides 
because, as it is now, you never know what's right and what's 
wrong— (Pause) We drove along for a little while, neither 
one of us saving anything. I was glad of that. | never know 
what to say to strange people driving cars. Then, too, you never 
can tell if a guy wands to talk. A lot of rides have been cut 
short because of a big mouth. 





During this narration, Roberts has been stealing looks at 
his benefactor out of the corner of bis eve. 

ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) So | kept my mouth shut 
until he started opening up... 

HASKELL (Above the hum of the motor) How far are you 
going? 

ROBERTS |..\. 

HASKELL (Glancing over in mild surprise) Well, you re 
really traveling, aren't you? 

ROBERTS Yeah. But | don't expect to make it for a couple 
of years at the rate I've been promoting rides. 

HASKELL Not much luck? 


ROBERTS Sure. But all bad. Not many people stop for a 
guy these days. They're afraid of a stickup, maybe. 


HASKELL Well, you can’t blame them. Where are you 
coming from? 


ROBERTS New York. 


HASKELL () ing) Well, New YorkK—you're in luck this 
time. I'm going all the way. (As Roberts registers delight) 
Right through to Los Angeles. Can you drive a car? 


ROBERTS Sure. Whenever you're tired, let me know. 
HASKELL |'!! holler. 


WIPE TO: 

ANOTHER ANGLE - O.S. FROM ABOVE AND BEHIND, 
ROBERTS AND HASKELL —- PROCESS - DUSK 

The SOUND of the motor at high speed SUSTAINS. The 
speedometer, visible in this shot, wavers between 75 and 
80. In foreground, on the wheel, is Haskell’s hand, which 
displays several scratches. As the scene opens, Roberts 
notices them for the first time. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narra/ing) | guess at least an hour 


passed before | noticed those deep scratches on his right wrist. 
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They were wicked. Three puffy red lines, about a quarter of an 
inch apart. (Pause) He must have seen me looking at them, 
because he said. . . 


This, like all other transitions from narration into dia- 
logue, is accomplished by using the soundtrack lap dis- 
solve technique - one voice fading in as the other fades 
out. Unless otherwise noted, all such transitions will be 
made in this fashion. 


HASKELL (7urning bis head toward Roberts a trifle) 
Aren't they beauties? Those are going to be scars some day. 


In lifting his hand from the wheel to show them to 
Roberts, he brings the scratches into BIG CLOSE-UP 
before the CAMERA. 


HASKELL What an animal! 


ROBERTS (Actually Roberts’ voice, because both Roberts 
and Haskell are concealed by the huge hand which fills 
the screen) Whatever it was, it must have been pretty big and 
vicious to have done that. 


HASKELL (/aughing as he replaces his hand on the wheel 
of the car) Right on both counts, New York. I was tussling 
with the most dangerous animal in the world—a woman. 


Haskell comes out with one of the loud laughs that are 
characteristic of the man. 


TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND HASKELL THRU WIND- 
SHIELD - PROCESS - DUSK 

The car has not reduced speed, and Haskell’s laughter 
subsides slowly. 


ROBERTS She must have been Tarzan’s mate. It looks like 
you lost the bout. 


HASKELL Well, it certainly was no draw! There ought to be 
a law against dames with claws . . . 
ROBERTS (Wi/hou/ conviction) Yeah. 


HASKELL | put her out of the car on her ear. (Pause) Was 
| wrong? When you give a tomato a lift, you expect her to 
be—friendly, don’t you? After all, what kind of girls thumb 
rides? Sunday school teachers? 


ROBERTS Jhiat’s right. 


HASKELL The little witch! She must have thought she was 
riding with some fall guy. And me who's been booking horses 
around race tracks since I was twenty. I've known a million 
girls like that. Two million. 


ROBERTS (( vimpressed but obligated to agree) Yeah. 
HASKELL | stopped the car and opened the door. “Take it 


on the Arthur Duffy, sister,” | told her. 
ROBERTS Jhat’s the stuff. 


HASKELL That was telling her, wasn't it? (Pause) But if you 
want to see a real scar, get a load of this . . . 


Haskell shoves up his right sleeve a little farther, and 
exposes a thick, mean-looking scar on his forearm. Roberts 
stares al it. 


ROBERTS (4 /)i/ disgusted) Wow! 
HASKELL | vot that one dueling. 
ROBERTS (/7: surprise) Dueling? 


HASKELL (Pulling his sleeve down and returning his 
attention to the road) Yes. Of course, we were only kidding. 
My dad owned a couple old French-Prussian sabres. Kept them 
on the wall for a decoration. Well, another kid and I took 
them down one day when he wasn’t around, and had a duel. 
He got me in the arm here. It was a mean cut. An infection set 
in later. 


ROBERTS (/i2pressed) Yeah. | can see. 


CLOSE SHOT - HASKELL - DUSK 
Haskell looks tired and ill. He reaches into his pocket, 
takes out his pillbox and swallows a pill. 


HASKELL The pain made me lose my head, ! guess. | began 
slashing, and before I knew it. . . | put the other kid's eye out. 


TWO SHOT - HASKELL AND ROBERTS IN CAR - 
PROCESS - DUSK 

Roberts turns toward Haskell quickly, but hesitates 
before speaking, as though in doubt of what to say. 


ROBERTS Jhiat was tough. 


HASKELL (Quick/)) Oh, it was an accident, of course. But 
you know how kids are. I got scared and decided to run away 
from home. My old man almost caught me while | was packing 
my duds. If the bloody rag wrapped around my wrist hadn't 
attracted his attention, he would sure have seen my bundle. 
| beat it while he was calling a doctor. 


Haskell reaches into the dash compartment of the car and 
lakes oul a platinum cigareile case. He does not notice 
Roberts’ hungry eyes on it. He does not see Roberts’ greedy 
look as he lights a cigarette with the dashboard lighter. 


HASKELL Jhiat was fifteen 


been home since. 





sixteen years ago. | haven't 


Roberts inhales deeply as Haskell exhales a cloud of smoke. 


HASKELL (Nodding 0.8. toward something ahead) Let's 
stop here for a bite of something. 


Haskell applies the brakes slowly and the PROCESS 
SCREEN reacts accordingly. He turns the wheel a bit to 
the right. 


EXT. GAS STATION - ROADSIDE RESTAURANT - MEDIUM 
SHOT —- DUSK 

An ordinary gas station/restaurant/tourist camp in the 
left f.g.. An attendant is just finishing pumping gas into a 
car, which drives off as the convertible pulls in, coming 
toward CAMERA. Roberts and Haskell can be seen in the 
car, the latter driving and smoking a cigarette. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narra/ing) A bite of something. 
Brother, was | hungry. | hadn't had anything in my stomach 
since that bowl of soup I'd managed to chisel seventeen hours 
before. 


The convertible stops by the pumps. 


TWO SHOT THRU WINDSHIELD, ROBERTS AND 
HASKELL - DUSK 

Haskell, still smoking, applies the hand brake as the car 
stops rolling, and stretches himself. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) Yet even with that gnaw- 
ing in the pit of my belly, | didn’t want to be in too big a rush 
to put on the feed bag. First | had to make sure this guy knew 
the score. If I got him down on me, it was goodbye ticket to 
Hollywood . . . 


ROBERTS (With phony reluctance) \'\l wait out here for 
you, mister. 


Haskell turns to survey Roberts in surprise, then laughs 
loudly. 


HASKELL Oh, if it’s the money, don’t worry about paying 
for it. This time it’s on me. 


ROBERTS Well, that’s white of you, mister . . . 


HASKELL (Opening the door on his side) Haskell. But 
think nothing of it. When you make your first million, you 
can do the same for me. 


Haskell laughs and gets out of the car. Roberts opens his 
door. 


MEDIUM SHOT - DUSK 

SHOOTING FROM INSIDE the screen door to the place, 
the CAMERA photographs Roberts and Haskell starting 
to go in. An attendant in overalls comes forward. 


ATTENDANT Fil! her up for you? 


HASKELL (/hrowing his cigarette stub away) Yes. And 
check the oil, too. (7urning to Roberts) Come on, New York. 
I've got to make the coast by Wednesday. There's a horse run- 


ning at Santa Anita named Paradisical. It means dough to 
me if I'm on him. 


ROBERTS We'll make it all right. 


The attendant goes to the car as Haskell and Roberts 
approach the screen door. 


WIPE TO: 

INT. ROADSIDE RESTAURANT - MEDIUM SHOT THRU 
PLATE-GLASS WINDOW FROM OUTSIDE - ROBERTS 
AND HASKELL AT TABLE - NIGHT 

It is the usual roadside restaurant with checkered table- 
cloths. Haskell eats slowly, while Roberts devours his 
food. As the scene opens, a waitress pours more coffee 
in their cups and lays down the check. Then she goes 
O.S. Haskell is talking (pantomime). 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) He did most of the talk- 
ing during the half hour we were in the place. | a/e. He ram- 
bled on about his old man whom he hadn't heard from since 
he ran away as a kid, and how he happened to become a 
bookie, and then all about how he got rooked in Miami. . . 


INT. ROADSIDE RESTAURANT - MEDIUM TWO SHOT - 
ROBERTS AND HASKELL AT TABLE —- NIGHT 


HASKELL . .. one race, thirty-eight grand! Can you beat it! 
(Bitterly) They cleaned out my book! 
ROBERTS (//is mouth full) Rough luck. 


HASKELL (/i:king out a pill and washing it down with a 
gulp of coffee) And | was supposed to be the smart guy! Well, 
just wait! I'll be back in Florida next season with all kinds of 
jack. Then you'll see those stinkers run for cover . . . 


ROBERTS (Can | have the sugar, please? 


Haskell passes the sugar, then reaches for the check, looks 


at it, then draws out an enormous roll of bills and peels off 


d len. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS — NIGHT 

CAMERA SHOOTING UP at an angle. In the f.g. is 
Haskell’s hand with the roll of money. He is stacking the 
bills and putting a rubber band around the roll. Roberts’ 
eyes hungrily stare at the money. The CAMERA MOVES 
IN for a still CLOSER SHOT of him. Beads of perspiration 
stand out upon his forehead. Presently a shadow falls 
across ROBERTS face. 


WAITRESS’ VOICE (0...) I'II have to get some change 
for you, sir. 


MEDIUM SHOT - NIGHT 
The waitress is standing by the table. As Haskell and 
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Roberts rise to their feet, Haskell replaces the roll in his 
pocket. 


HASKELL (Care/ess/)) Keep it, sister. 


WAITRESS (<As/onished and delighted) Oh—thank you, 
sir. Call again. 


HASKELL (aking for the door) \'1| be waiting outside for 
you when you get off work. 


Haskell laughs loudly as he and Roberts go out the door. 


INT. ROADSTER - TWO SHOT - HASKELL AND ROBERTS 
THRU WINDSHIELD - NIGHT - PROCESS 

Roberts is driving. Haskell is resting comfortably with his 
head on the back of the seat and his eyes closed. It is 
night, and the illuminated instrument panel traces queer 
patterns of lights on their faces. The HUM OF THE 
MOTOR SUSTAINS THROUGHOUT. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) | drove all that night 
while Haskell slept like a log. The only time he moved was 
when the car hit some bumps outside of Phoenix . . . after a 
while I began to get sleepy myself. . . 


Roberts shakes his head a couple of times to wake himself 


up. His eyelids are dropping a little. 


INT. ROADSTER - ANGLE SHOT FROM ABOVE AND 
BEHIND - ROBERTS AND HASKELL - PROCESS - 
SLIGHT MIST - NIGHT 

The illuminated instrument panel reveals that the car is 
going at the rate of 70 m.p.h. One or two cars with daz- 
zling headlights zip past from the opposite direction. The 
CAMERA, shooting from behind Roberts’ head, pho- 
tographs the black road unwinding before the hood in 
the glare of the convertible’s lights. The SOUND of the 
motor is maintained - a monotonous, almost ominous, 
throbbing. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) | was happy, though. 
Soon I'd be with Sue again. The long trip was practically 
over, and there'd be no more hoofing it down the concrete 
and parking myself in front of service stations . . . 


In the rearview mirror, some headlights appear, far back 
down the highway. They gradually grow larger and brighter. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) | began to think of the 
future. With a full belly your imagination is liable to get the 
best of you. 


The CAMERA MOVES IN SLOWLY on the rearview 
mirror. The headlights reflected in them are growing 
very large. The HUM of the motor tades out as piano 
fades in. The CAMERA CONTINUES TO MOVE IN on 


mirror until it fills screen. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

CONCRETE STAGE - IMPRESSIONISTIC ANGLE SHOT 
FEATURING SPOTLIGHTS — NIGHT 

The headlights in the rearview mirror have become spots 
that shine down on a dress-suited Roberts as he plays 
the same Chopin piece he played earlier (“Posthumous 
Waltz”). He plays only the last passages, but with gusto 
and great talent. Then he finishes. There is the SOUND 
of applause. Roberts rises and comes to the apron of the 
platform. He takes bows as the applause grows and grows 
- until itis applause no longer, but the SOUND oi a grind- 
ing, grating motor. The SPOTS GO OUT. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

INT. ROADSTER - ANGLE SHOT FROM ABOVE AND 
BEHIND ROBERTS AND HASKELL - PROCESS - 
SLIGHT MIST — NIGHT 

As the scene opens, the CAMERA, with the rearview 
mirror in CLOSE-UP (no headlights in them now), PULLS 
BACK to behind Roberts’ head just as a giant truck thun- 
ders past. The NOISE is frightening, a startling denoue- 
ment to the concert stage scene. 


TWO SHOT THRU WINDSHIELD, ROBERTS AND 
HASKELL - PROCESS —- SLIGHT MIST —- NIGHT 

Roberts applies brakes in terror and yanks the wheel first 
to the right and then to the left, the scream of tires com- 
ing over. He shakes his head to wake himself up. Looking 
over quickly at Haskell, Roberts is relieved to see that 
this incident has not awakened him. The HUM of the 
motor is once again present. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) That truck was a close 
call, and I began wishing Mr. Haskell would wake up and 
take over for a while before we wound up in a ditch . . . 


Roberts reaches out and snaps on the radio. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) But he must have been 
the world’s soundest sleeper, because not even the radio woke 
him. 


FADE IN a band playing “Sophisticated Lady” above the 
HUM of the motor. 


INT. ROADSTER - CLOSE SHOT, ROBERTS - PROCESS - 
SLIGHT MIST — NIGHT 

Roberts recognizes the tune and a dreamy look comes 
over him. The music gets louder. It covers the HUM of 
the motor. 


CLOSE SHOT FROM BEHIND ROBERTS INTO THE 
WINDSHIELD - PROCESS —- MIST —- NIGHT 
The music increases in volume, and as the mist thickens, 








it all but obscures the road ahead. The CAMERA MOVES 
IN for a CLOSER SHOT of the windshield until it fills 
screen. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

CLOSE SHOT, SUE - BEFORE BACKDROP 

As she picks up her cue from the car radio and sings the 
last half of the chorus of “Sophisticated Lady.” At the 
conclusion of the number, drops of water are dashed on 
the camera lens. 


INT. ROADSTER - CLOSE SHOT FROM BEHIND ROBERTS 
INTO WINDSHIELD — PROCESS — RAIN —- NIGHT 

The CAMERA PULLS BACK FROM BIG CLOSE-UP oi 
windshield covered with raindrops to behind Roberts. 
The road ahead is obscured until Roberts reaches out 
and switches on the wipers. The rain comes down harder 
and Roberts nudges the sleeping Haskell O.S. . .. 


ROBERTS \ir. Haskell... Mr. Haskell... 


RADIO ANNOUNCER’S VOICE This program of 
recorded music is coming to you through the courtesy of . . . 


TWO SHOT THRU WINDSHIELD ONLY PARTIALLY 
CLEARED BY TWIN WIPERS - HASKELL AND ROBERTS - 
PROCESS - RAIN - NIGHT 

Roberts switches off the radio, cutting off the Radio 
Announcer's voice, and nudges Haskell again. 


ROBERTS Mr. Haskell . .. wake up. It’s raining. Shall we 
stop and put up the top? 


CLOSE SHOT - HASKELL - PROCESS - RAIN - NIGHT 
Haskell is slumped over against the door, apparently fast 
asleep. Roberts, O.S., shakes him a few times to no avail. 
The car slows down and stops. The SOUND of brakes 
applied COMES over. 


EXT. DESERT HIGHWAY - DITCH LOCATION - MEDIUM 
SHOT - RAIN - NIGHT 

The CAMERA, SHOOTING FROM A HIGH PARALLEL 
down to the roadster, photographs Roberts yanking the 
emergency brake in a heavy rain. At the edge of the 
road, just off the shoulder where the car is halted, is a 
ravine - a brush-covered gully some fifteen feet deep. 
Roberts shakes the sleeping Haskell and shouts above 
the SOUND of the downpour. The headlights are on and 
windshield wipers work throughout the entire sequence. 


ROBERTS Mr. Haskell, I'm going to put up the top! 


Roberts shakes the immobile Haskell again, then gives up 
and turns his attention to the top-boot behind him. He 
unfastens it. 


DITCH LOCATION - MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS - 
RAIN - NIGHT 

Roberts is seen working with the fastening of the top. He 
is kneeling on the seat. He gets one side loose, but is 
unsuccessful when he tries to loosen the folded top on 
Haskell's side of the car. It is awkward, leaning over the 
sleeping man. At length, he pauses in momentary indeci- 
sion. He looks at Haskell, seizes his shoulder in order to 
shake him more vigorously; but then, apparently reluctant 
to take this drastic measure, he releases him. Roberts 
gets out of the car in the teeming rain, and the CAMERA 
PANS HIM around the back of the car to Haskell’s side. 
While he does this, his narrating voice comes over scene. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) All right. Here's where 
the mess begins. Up until then I did things my way; but from 
then on something else stepped in and shunted me off to a 
different destination than the one I had planned for myself. . . 


DITCH LOCATION ~ MEDIUM SHOT - RAIN - NIGHT 
Roberts is standing on Haskell’s side of the car in the 
downpour. Haskell does not move. He is slumped down 
in his seat, his head resting against the door. Raindrops 
roll down his forehead. Roberts tries to unfasten the top 
by standing on the running board and leaning over 
Haskell. The SOUND of the wipers still comes over. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) . . . for when | pulled 
open that door... 


Roberts, giving up, yanks open the door on Haskell’s side. 
Haskell tumbles out, striking his head a vicious whack on 
the running board. 


It is imperative that the SOUND of Haskell’s head connect- 
ing with the running board comes in strong. 


DITCH LOCATION - ANGLE SHOT BELOW OF ROBERTS - 
RAIN - NIGHT 

The CAMERA, SHOOTING FROM BELOW Roberts, pho- 
tographs Roberts’ startled, terrified expression as he 
stares downward at Haskell’s body (O.S.). His mouth 
hangs open. Only the SOUND of the rain and the wipers 
comes over. 


DITCH LOCATION — REVERSE ANGLE — RAIN - NIGHT 
SHOOTING FROM ABOVE, the CAMERA photographs 
Haskell as he lies beside the running board - a hideous- 
looking corpse with rain beating on it. A livid mark may 
be observed on his forehead. Again, the only SOUNDS 
to come over are those of the rain and the wipers. 


DITCH LOCATION ~- MEDIUM SHOT —- RAIN - NIGHT 
For a moment Roberts is frozen in horror. He stares 
down at the body of Haskell. Then he swiftly drops to his 
knees and lifts Haskell’s head. 
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ROBERTS (Awe) \r. Haskell! 


DITCH LOCATION - CLOSE TWO SHOT - ROBERTS 
AND HASKELL - RAIN - NIGHT 

Roberts shakes Haskell's lifeless body. The latter's face is 
ghastly. The great, livid mark on his forehead is plainly 
seen. 


ROBERTS (/errified) Wake up, Mr. Haskell! 


Roberts lightly slaps Haskell in the face once or twice. 
CAMERA STARTS MOVING IN for a BIG CLOSE-UP of 
Roberts. 


ROBERTS (//)s/erically) Mr. Haskell! You can’t die. Mr. 
Haskell! Wake up, Mr. Haskell! Mr. Haskell . . . 


Roberts is shouting at the corpse now. Sweat stands out on 
his terror-stricken face. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

INT. LAS VEGAS DINER - BIG CLOSE SHOT - REVOLVING 
RECORD-DISK - NIGHT 

The middle strains of “Sophisticated Lady” FADE IN fast. 
This music SUSTAINS throughout the following sequence. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT COUNTER - NIGHT 
Roberts’ mouth is working and sweat is standing out on 
his face, as the strains of “Sophisticated Lady” increase 
in volume. Roberts still has his coffee mug in his hand. 


FULL SHOT - NIGHT 

Joe is leaning on the counter near the jukebox; Hedy and 
Gus are busying themselves behind the counter; Roberts 
is sitting at the counter with the coffee mug in his hand; 
and the other customers, present in the earlier scene, are 
in their appointed places. The music continues. 


As the scene opens, Roberts bangs down his cup, spins 
around on his stool, dashes over to the jukebox and yanks 
out the wire connecting it to the electric outlet in the wall. 
“Sophisticated Lady” grinds discordantly to a stop. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS - NIGHT 

There is a haunted, animal-at-bay look in Roberts’ eyes 
as he stands panting at the jukebox. No sounds, other 
than Roberts’ heavy breathing, come over. 


CLOSE SHOT - JOE - NIGHT 

A QUICK FLASH of Joe, standing near Roberts (O.S.) at 
the jukebox, utterly flabbergasted by this action. Only 
SOUND to come over is Roberts panting (O.S.). 


TWO SHOT - HEDY AND GUS - NIGHT 
Hedy and Gus, behind the counter, are equally astonished. 
They stare in the direction of Roberts O.S. No sound. 


FULL SHOT - NIGHT 

The place is frozen like a stop-camera shot. Roberts is 
standing by the now-silent jukebox, facing the rest of the 
patrons, all of whose heads are turned in his direction. Joe 
is near Roberts. Hedy and Gus are behind the counter. For a 
moment not a sound comes over. Then Gus, with tightened 
lips, starts to go around the counter toward the jukebox. 


CLOSE SHOT - GUS - NIGHT 

The CAMERA TRUCKS Gus to the jukebox, PANS DOWN 
to catch his plugging in the cord, then PANS UP to a 
TWO SHOT of Gus and Roberts. “Sophisticated Lady” 
discordantly begins again. 


GUS (Glowering) Finish your coffee and get out of here. 


Roberts is recovering his aplomb. He realizes he has done 
a thing he cannot explain to the others. He says nothing. 


HEDY’S VOICE /0.5.) Well, | like his nerve! 


JOE’S VOICE /0.8.) Hes got crust! Just for that, I think 
I'll play it again. 


The SOUND of a nickel being deposited comes over. 


BOOM SHOT - NIGHT 
The CAMERA, from a CLOSE SHOT OF ROBERTS, 
PULLS BACK as Roberts returns to his stool. As the 
CAMERA KEEPS PULLING BACK, it photographs the 
customers returning to their food, the incident over as far 
as they are concerned. 


The music continues but gradually reduces volume as 
the CAMERA PULLS BACK through the door of the diner 
and out into the street. As it PULLS BACK across the 
street, it PANS to the wedding chapel. It then TRUCKS IN 
on the exterior of this building. The street is crowded with 
pedestrians. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

INT. WEDDING CHAPEL - FULL SHOT - NIGHT 
Actually, only a large parlor with a dais at the far end of 
the room. All the characters present have their backs to 
the CAMERA, except Verney, who is standing on the 
dais. Recognized at once by their leather jackets are Lew 
and Fred, the truck drivers who are acting as witnesses. 
The groom, TONY DILLON, a rather handsome man in 
his late thirties, very well dressed, is also present. There 
is no sign of the bride. 


VERNEY Now, let me see. You witnesses. You stand over 
there. No, better “bere . . . 


The CAMERA TRUCKS IN SLOWLY on Verney and 
HOLDS for a GROUP SHOT of Lew, Fred, Dillon and 
Verney, featuring the last-mentioned. 





VERNEY Wail a minute... 


He runs from the dais to the side of Lew and Fred and 
seizes Fred by the arm. 


VERNEY Perhaps . . . ves, this time | think I'm going to try 
something entirely different. Usually the witnesses stand 
together in the rear... 


FRED With shotguns. 
WARNING: Avoid sexy reading. 


VERNEY Please, Mister. . . this is no joking matter. 


LEW Who's joking? And will you hurry up? We've got to be in 
Salt Lake . . . 


VERNEY (Paying no alfention) But today | think we will 
be unconventional . . . 


FRED Now don't do anything you're going to regret later. 


VERNEY (/enoring this jocularity) Think today we'll place 
the witnesses one on each side. You... (70 Lew)... you 
stand over here. And you... (Zo Fred) ... you go over there. 


Lew and Fred take their appointed positions. 

VERNEY (/2:ring fo Dillon) Now you, Mr. Doolittle . . . 
DILLON ))illon. 

VERNEY ()h, ves, of course. | married Mr. Doolittle yesterday. 
LEW Congratulations. 


VERNEY (4 martyr to these jibes) Mr. Dillon, you will 
bring the bride in and stand here. Have the little lady carry 
her gloves, so she won't have to go through the fuss and bother 
of taking one off for the ring. You have the ring, | suppose? 


DILLON \es. 
VERNEY Splendid. And now I think we all know what to 


do... 


FRED Look, Judge, you told us all this wouldn't take more 
than... 


VERNEY And it won't. But we must wait for the bride. Mr. 
Doolittle, would you hurry her along? 


DILLON (Going 0.8. foward a little door) Okay. 
Dillon goes to the door and taps on it. 
DILLON Darling... 


FRED’S VOICE (0...) We should get two dollars apiece for 
this, at least. 


VERNEY’S VOICE (0.5. ) Now, boys, the ceremony will be 
very short. I'm cutting it to the bone. 


DILLON (Rapping again) Darling, can | come in? 


FRED’S VOICE 0.8.) A guy | know got spliced in three 
minutes flat. 


VERNEY’S VOICE (0.5. ) | don't believe in marriages of 
that sort. 


FRED’S VOICE /0..8.) Neither does this guy—now. He's 
been paving alimony for years . . . 


Dillon turns the knob of the door and enters. 


INT. DRESSING ROOM - MEDIUM SHOT ON DOOR - 
NIGHT 

Dillon enters and pauses on the threshold, looking over 
toward his bride O.S. “Sophisticated Lady” can be heard 
faintly, as though coming from a considerable distance. 


DILLON (So///) Darling, what's the matter? Everything's 
ready. 


He comes forward, and the CAMERA PANS HIM toward 
the window at the far end of the room. A girl is seated on 
the sill, looking out, her back to Dillon and the CAMERA. 


CLOSE SHOT - SUE - NIGHT 

As she turns away from the window to face Dillon (O.S.). 
There is a strange, faraway look in her eyes; she looks 
like a Sleepwalker who has just been awakened. 


As this identification of the bride should come as a shock 
to the audience, it is important that Sue not be recognized 
until she turns to the CAMERA for this BIG CLOSE-UP. 


The SOUND of “Sophisticated Lady” picks up a trifle as if 
coming in through the open window. 


TWO SHOT - DILLON AND SUE AT WINDOW - NIGHT 
Dillon takes Sue's hands. She seems to be thinking of 
something else. 


DILLON They're getting impatient out there. Are you all 
set? 
SUE (Apathetically) Yes. . . 


DILLON (Wit) a smile) Then we'd better go. It seems our 
nuptials are delaying a shipment of plumbing supplies to Salt 
Lake City. 

SUE 0h. 

DILLON Is anything wrong, Sue? (4 bit worried) I've had 
a feeling all day... 


SUE (Shaking herself mentally) \'m sorry. What did you 
say, Tony? 


DILLON You seem to be a million miles away. 
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SUE |'m just tired, | guess. The plane. I've never been up 
before, you know. I—I couldn't relax. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

Dillon and Sue look into each other's eyes for a moment, 
Dillon searchingly. At length, Sue drops her eyes. Dillon 
lifts her chin with his forefinger. “Sophisticated Lady” is 
still playing in the distance. 


DILLON Suc... 

SUE \es’ 

DILLON Are you sure—are you sure you want to marry me? 
SUE (Evasively) Why do you say that? 


DILLON You ve been acting—well, distant, Sue. Almost as 
if | were a complete stranger. 


SUE Sorry, Tony. | didn’t know. (She kisses him lightly on 
the lips) You've been wonderful. Maybe I've got a hangover 
from last night. | never could drink champagne. Look, you 
go on in. I'll be with you in a minute. 


She smiles at him not too convincingly. 


DILLON (Somewhat reassured) All right, darling. But 
hurry. Remember the shipment of canned artichokes . . . 


SUE Plumbing supplies. 


DILLON Whatever it is. And then, afterwards, we can toast 
ourselves in bromo... . 


She stands looking afler him, a sickly smile on her face, until 
the SOUND of a door closing comes over. Then she slowly 
lurns back to the window, the smile fading. The music, 
“Sophisticated Lady,” slowly gathers volume. 


The CAMERA TRUCKS IN ON SUE. Her back is to CAM- 
ERA. For a moment, she does not move. Then one hand, 
with a crumpled handkerchief in it, comes up and brushes 
her eyes. The music increases in volume as she stands 
there motionless, staring out at blackness. 


FINALLY, with one swift motion, she slams down the win- 
dow with a crash and the music stops abruptly. She pivots 
to face the CAMERA, her eyes wet, her face stony. CAM- 
ERA PULLS BACK before Sue as she starts for the door. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

INT. LAS VEGAS DINER - MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT - 
ROBERTS AT COUNTER WITH JUKEBOX IN B.G. — NIGHT 
Roberts is sipping his coffee as “Sophisticated Lady” 
continues. He appears to be under a great mental strain. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narra/ing) Start your sermon. I'l! 
listen to it. But | know what you're going to hand me even 
before you open your mouths. You're going to tell me you 


don't believe my story of how Haskell died and give me that 
don't-make-me-laugh expression on your smug faces. (Pause) 
But, if you can, just put yourselves in my position before you 
let off steam and remind me for my own good that that isn’t 
the way to get to heaven . . . 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

EXT. DESERT HIGHWAY - DITCH LOCATION - CLOSE 
TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND HASKELL - RAIN - NIGHT 
The music has faded out; only the SOUND of the rain 
and the wipers are heard. Roberts is on his knees with 
the dead Haskell’s head in his hands. He is terrified. He 
looks around him helplessly, at a loss what to do. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) | wasn’t trying to get to 
heaven. All I was trying to do was to get to Los Angeles. 
(Pause—then bitterly) Can't you just picture the fellow with 
horns laughing like crazy and slapping his knee? Sure, it’s 
funny. If Haskell came to, even be would swear | conked him 
over the head for his dough. 


Roberts feels for the dead mans pulse, then rises from his 
knees, allowing Haskell’s head to drop in the mud. He cannot 
take his eves off the body as he backs away a step, stunned. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narra/ing) With me, just out of jail 
in Dallas, who would believe he fell out of the car? (Pause) | 
was in forit... 


DITCH LOCATION - CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS - RAIN - 
NIGHT 

Suddenly Roberts tears his eyes from the body (O.S.) and 
makes a dive for the car, CAMERA PANNING HIM. He 
fishes frantically behind the seat and pulls out his valise. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrasing) My instinct told me to run. 


Roberts stops pulling on the valise as though something is 
gradually occurring to him. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arra/ing) ... but then | realized it 
was useless. There were lots of people back down the road 
who could identify me—that gas station guy and the wait- 
ress... | would be in a worse spot then, trying to explain why 
I beat it. 





Roberts puts the valise back into the car: 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) The next possibility was 
to sit tight and tell the truth when the cops came. That would 
be crazy. That wouldn't be Daniel going into the licens’ den, 
that would be Daniel going into the lions’ den at feeding 
time, eating a hamburger . . . 


CAMERA PANS ROBERTS to body of Haskell and HOLDS 
while Roberts stares down at it with narrowed eyes, think- 
ing. On his face is a subtle mixture of fright and iridecision. 





ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arraling) What else was there to do 
but hide the body and get away in the car? I couldn't leave 
the car here. That would be like erecting a tombstone . . . 


DITCH LOCATION - MEDIUM SHOT - RAIN - NIGHT 
Roberts seizes Haskell’s body by the legs and drags it 
onto the shoulder of the road, to the edge of the gully. 
He kneels down beside Haskell in the downpour, prepar- 
ing to roll him off the brink. 


WARNING: Avoid gruesome interpretation of this scene. 


DITCH LOCATION - CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS - RAIN - 
NIGHT 

Roberts is panting from his exertion. He pauses before 
shoving the body of Haskell off into the gully. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) | hated to do it, but... 


Roberts shoves and the SOUND of a body crashing through 
brush comes over. Roberts winces as the SOUND of a dull 
thud follows. 


EXT. GULLY, DESERT HIGHWAY LOCATION - MEDIUM 
SHOT - RAIN - NIGHT 

SHOOTING UP from the bottom of the gully with Haskell’s 
body in f.g. and high up on the road above, the convert- 
ible with burning headlights in b.g. CAMERA photographs 
Roberts climbing down into the gully through thick brush. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrating) My idea was to cover 
him with brush—not to rob him. (Pause) But then | remem- 
bered that even if | only drove the car for a hundred miles or 
so and then deserted it, | would need money for gas. 


EXT. GULLY - TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND HASKELL - 
RAIN — NIGHT 

Roberts reaches Haskell's body, and CAMERA MOVES IN 
for a CLOSER SHOT of Roberts - Haskell’s body is now O.S. 


WARNING: A Hays Office memo forbids a shot of 
Roberts removing wallet from Haskell’s pocket. It is 
imperative that Haskell’s body be O.S. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrafing) Besides, it was silly to 
leave all that money on a man who was dead. 


Roberts fumbles with something 0.8. and his hand comes 
up with the roll of money. He stares at the roll for a 
moment, starts to peel off.a bill, then changes his mind 
and stuffs the whole roll in his pocket. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrating) Then, too, | would have 
to have his driver's license, in case I was stopped for some- 
thing. 


Roberts’ hand fumbles 0.8. and comes up with Haskells 


wallet. He stuffs it into his pocket. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) | didn't like to think 
about it, but by that time I'd done just what the police would 
say I did even if I didn't. . . 


Roberts, in putting the wallet in his own pocket, becomes 
aware of his ragged condition. He raises his head, as though 
thinking. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrating) My clothes! The owner of 
such an expensive car would never be wearing them. Some 
cop might pull me in on suspicion . . . 


Roberts commences to take off his polo shirt. 


QUICK DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. DESERT HIGHWAY, DITCH LOCATION - MEDIUM 
ANGLE SHOT FROM HIGH PARALLEL - RAIN — NIGHT 
As stated earlier, the convertible’s headlights are never 
turned off during this sequence; the motor continues to 
throb, and the windshield wipers work throughout. 


An Arizona State Highway Patrolman comes into scene 
on a motorcycle. He passes the deserted car, rides O.S.., 
but after a few seconds rides back into scene again. He 
dismounts and walks over to the car, removes a notebook 
from his pocket and checks the license plate. While he is 
doing this, Roberts, dressed in Haskell’s clothes, comes 
up from the ditch slowly. 


DITCH LOCATION - MEDIUM SHOT - RAIN - NIGHT 
The patrolman is in the f.g., one foot on the rear 
bumper, checking numbers in a little black book with the 
aid of a flashlight. Hearing Roberts, he lifts his head and 
shines his light in Roberts’ scared face as the latter 
comes forward uncertainly - as though not sure if he 
should run. 


PATROLMAN Hey, you. This your car? 


DITCH LOCATION - CLOSE SHOT —- ROBERTS IN FLASH- 
LIGHT BEAM - RAIN - NIGHT 

Roberts opens his mouth to say something, but is so 
frightened he can't. He nods. 


PATROLMAN’S VOICE /0..8.) Don't you know better 
than to leave a car with the wheels halfway out into the middle 
of the road? 

Roberts nods again. He is terrified. 

PATROLMAN’S VOICE (/0..8.) That's how accidents 
happen. 

ROBERTS (//oarsely—finding his voice) 'm—I'm sorry, 
Officer. I—I didn’t think . . . 

PATROLMAN’S VOICE 0.5.) Well, next time, think. 
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(Pause) \'\\ let it go now, but watch it in the future. | know 
this is a lonesome stretch, but cars do come by here once in a 
while and we get plenty of crack-ups. 


ROBERTS (Breathing his relief) Thank you, Officer. 


DITCH LOCATION —- MEDIUM SHOT —- RAIN —- NIGHT 
The patrolman directs the beam of his flashlight away 
from Roberts and back to his notebook. He snaps the 
book shut and restores it to his pocket. He starts to leave, 
walks a few steps toward his motorcycle, then suddenly 
stops, turns and flashes his light on Roberts’ face again. 


PATROLMAN Say, wait a minute... 


DITCH LOCATION - CLOSE SHOT — ROBERTS IN FLASH- 
LIGHT BEAM — RAIN - NIGHT 
Roberts, blinking in the beam of light, holds his breath. 


PATROLMAN’S VOICE 0.5.) You been drinking? 


Roberts opens his mouth but he is unable to answer. He 
shakes his head. 


PATROLMAN’S VOICE (0..8.—a/ler a pause) Well, 
you better take it easy. This road’s not so hot in wet weather. 
There's a washout about five miles on. 


The flashlight beam is cut and Roberts stands there 
dumbly as the following SOUNDS come over: Retreating 
footsteps, a motorcycle engine starting, roaring into life 
and then fading out in the distance. 


DITCH LOCATION - MEDIUM ANGLE SHOT FROM 
HIGH PARALLEL — RAIN —- NIGHT 

Roberts stands in the downpour not far from the con- 
vertible, watching the taillight disappear to the east. The 
SOUND of the motorcycle slowly fades out as the taillight 
vanishes in the distance. 


DITCH LOCATION —- MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS 
RAIN — NIGHT 

Roberts, soaking wet, stares off in the direction of the 
vanished motorcycle. He seems stunned. Presently, how- 
ever, his head turns in the direction of the car, and the 
CAMERA PANS him as he runs over to it and leaps in. 


Kneeling on the seat, he pulls up his valise and with one 
mighty swing flings it from the car down into the gully. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) There would be nothing 
in the car to give me away as Roberts. If they found the dead 
man in the gully now, it would be me. . . 


Roberts hurriedly finishes putting up the top, and drives 
off in the car toward the west, CAMERA PANNING the 
car into the distance. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrating) As | drove off, it was still 
raining... 


INT. ROADSTER, TOP UP - CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS 
THRU WINDSHIELD ONLY PARTIALLY CLEARED BY 
TWIN WIPERS - PROCESS - RAIN - NIGHT 

Roberts, with a strained face, is driving along at high speed. 
CAMERA MOVES IN on the wet windshield. Drops are 
trickling down even on space before Roberts cleared by 
the windshield wiper. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) .. . and the drops streaked 
down the windshield like tears . . . 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. ROADSTER, TOP UP - CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS 
THRU WINDSHIELD — PROCESS - DAWN 

As this is dawn, and the car is headed in a westerly 
direction, the lighting is at the rear, throwing Roberts into 
semi-silhouette. It has stopped raining as Roberts drives 
along - through desert country and at a fast clip, the 
PROCESS SCREEN reveals. Through the streaked wind- 
shield, Roberts’ face looks haggard, worn. The SOUND 
of the car's motor at high speed SUSTAINS throughout. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) | gave that bus every- 
thing. I rolled it up to 85—to 90 on the straight parts. On 
the curves... 

Roberts turns the wheel and the SOUND of screeching lires 
comes over. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) .. . the wheels skidded 
and screamed, and this made me look in the mirror. 


Roberts’ eyes look up into the mirror for a second. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narra/ing) | kept imagining | was 
being followed and that I could hear sirens back in the distance. 


INT. ROADSTER, TOP UP - ANOTHER ANGLE - PROCESS - 
DAY 
Roberts continues to drive at high speed. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) Just how long it took me 
to cover the sixty-odd miles to the California state line, | don’t 
know. I lost all track of time. But the rain had stopped and the 
sun was coming up when I pulled up to the inspection booth 
at the border . . . 


The SOUND of the motor drops in pitch and the 
PROCESS SCREEN reveals that the car is slowing down. 


EXT. INSPECTION BOOTH AT EHRENBERG - CLOSE 
SHOT - DAY 

From a BIG CLOSE SHOT of the door of a police patrol 
car marked “CALIFORNIA STATE HIGHWAY PATROL,” 
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CAMERA PULLS BACK to a MEDIUM SHOT of the 
inspection booth and the roadway in front of it. The 
police car remains in the f.g., and two State Policemen 
are observed sitting in the car smoking. 


The roadster comes down the highway toward the CAM- 
ERA and pulls up by the table before the inspection booth. 
An Inspector for the Department of Agriculture comes out 
of the booth as Roberts brakes the car to a stop. 


TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND INSPECTOR AT CAR - DAY 
The Inspector, in the uniform of the Department of Agri- 
culture, comes up to the car and sticks his head inside. 
Roberts has not shut off his motor. He looks nervous. 


INSPECTOR (Measanily) Hello. 

ROBERTS (Nervous!) Hello. 

INSPECTOR Carrying any fruit or vegetables? 
ROBERTS No. 

INSPECTOR Any livestock, poultry? 
ROBERTS No. 


MEDIUM SHOT - FEATURING PATROL CAR - DAY 

One of the State Policemen gets out of the patrol car and 
walks over to the convertible, where Roberts is convers- 
ing with the Inspector. 


THREE SHOT - ROBERTS IN CAR WITH INSPECTOR 
ON ONE RUNNING BOARD AND STATE POLICEMAN 
ON OTHER - DAY 

The State Policeman sticks his head into the window on 
Roberts’ side of the car. Roberts, between the Inspector 
and now this cop, is very nervous. 


STATE POLICEMAN Let's see your registration and 


driver's license, please. 


Roberts fishes out the dead man’s wallet and pulls out 
papers until he finds the correct ones. He hands them with 
trembling fingers to the State Policeman. 


INSPECTOR Anything in the baggage compartment? 
ROBERTS Just baggage. 

INSPECTOR Okay. 

He slaps a sticker on the windshield and goes 0.5. 

TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND STATE POLICE - DAY 

The CAMERA, SHOOTING FROM BEHIND the head of 
the State Policeman as he studies Roberts’ papers, pho- 


tographs Roberts’ tense expression as he sits in the car, 
waiting. 


REVERSE ANGLE 


The CAMERA, SHOOTING FROM BEHIND Roberts’ 
head inside the car, photographs the State Policeman, 
studying the papers. 


As the scene opens, the State Policeman raises his eyes 
from the registration papers to look at Roberts. 


STATE POLICEMAN (eading) Charles Haskell, Jr... 
(He looks up searchingly at Roberts, then returns his 
attention to the papers) Age thirty . .. brown eyes . . . dark 
hair. 


Roberts is beginning to sweat under the scrutiny of the 
officer. 
STATE POLICEMAN Identifying marks . . . (Pause) 


None. Are you Charles Haskell, Jr.? 
ROBERTS \es. 
STATE POLICEMAN \Wel!, remember, if you're employed, 


and stay for more than thirty days, you'll have to take out 
California plates. 


The State Policeman hands Roberts the papers. 


REVERSE ANGLE 
Roberts breathes his relief as he takes the papers trom 
the cop. 


ROBERTS All right, Officer. But I'll only be in the state a 
short time. 


STATE POLICEMAN Right. You can go now. 


The State Policeman moves away from the window and 
goes 0.8. Roberts puts the car in gear and starts off. The car 
goes O.S. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. ROADSTER, TOP UP - CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS 
THRU WINDSHIELD —- PROCESS - DAY 

Roberts looks heavy-lidded as he drives along through 
desert country. However, there should be some houses 
passed, as this is the outskirts of Blythe. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) | couldn't drive any far- 
ther without some sleep. Cops or no cops. I knew | had to hit 
the hay and hit it hard. Even if they got me for it. 


EXT. MORNING GLORY TOURIST CAMP - FULL ESTAB- 
LISHING SHOT — DAY 

The convertible, with Roberts driving, pulls into a very 
ordinary California tourist camp with little irame shacks. 
The camp is in the left f.g. and the car comes toward the 
CAMERA before it turns off the road. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arra/ing) | was dead tired. 





FADE OUT 


FADE IN: 

INT. TOURIST CABIN - FULL SHOT - TRUCKING - DAY 
A very ordinary cabin with wrought-iron bed. There are 
two doors: one leading to the outside and one to the 
bathroom. A window is alongside the bed and sunlight, 
coming through the slats of the venetian blinds, throws 
bars across the counterpane. The room is in disorder. An 
open suitcase is in the middle of the room and bits of 
clothing are scattered here and there. 


As the scene opens, CAMERA SLOWLY TRUCKS IN on 
Roberts, asleep in the bed. He is wearing silk pajamas 
and has not shaved - and so this bit of luxury appears 
incongruous. Roberts mutters in his sleep and the hand 
on the outside of the covers jerks spasmodically, as 
though the man is in the throes of a nightmare. 


ROBERTS (/al/-voice) No...no...youcan't...no... 
Mr. Haskell . . . 


The CAMERA TRUCKS IN until Roberts’ head is in BIG 
CLOSE-UP as it rests on the pillow. He tosses and turns 
with his eyes shut. 


ROBERTS Mr. Haskell... you can’t die... they'll think. . . 
they'll think I did it, Mr. Haskell...no...no... 


As Roberts mutters, the CAMERA TRUCKS IN STILL 
CLOSER until Roberts’ troubled forehead fills the screen. 


A MONTAGE OF SHOTS OF HASKELL'S HEAD HITTING 
RUNNING BOARD SUPERIMPOSED ON BIG CLOSE- 
UP OF ROBERTS’ FOREHEAD - RAIN - NIGHT 

In each of these shots, the CAMERA MOVES IN for a 
CLOSE-UP of Haskell’s head striking the running board 
of the car. The shots are made at various angles, and 
they should be screened at an ever-increasing tempo, 
some of them being repeated if desired. As the ever- 
quickening SOUNDS of Haskell’s head connecting with 
the running board must eventually correspond to a 
knocking at the door, the speed of each individual shot 
must be exceedingly rapid at the end. The final shot of 
the montage should be a ZOOM SHOT, coming in so 
close as to throw Haskell’s head out of focus. 


INT. TOURIST CABIN - CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS IN 
BED - DAY 

From a BIG CLOSE-UP of Roberts’ forehead matching 
the one at the end of previous scene, the CAMERA PULLS 
BACK SLOWLY. The furiously fast knocking of Haskell’s 
head against the running board has become a sharp 
knocking at the front door. 


As the scene opens, Roberts opens his eyes and sits up 


with a start. He turns his head toward the front door. 


INT. TOURIST CABIN - SHOT OF FRONT DOOR - DAY 
Someone is knocking outside. 


FULL SHOT - DAY 

Roberts is sitting up in bed, alert now. The knocking con- 
tinues. He throws back the covers and gets out of the 
bed. He stands uncertainly in the middle of the room, 
facing, the door. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS — DAY 


ROBERTS (Asking as though fearful of the answer) Who— 
who's there? 

WOMAN'S VOICE (/:i71//)—as through a door) Maid. 
Can | come in and clean? 


ROBERTS (/:v/haling—the tension leaving him) Later. In 
half an hour. 


WOMAN'S VOICE All right, sir. I'l] do number sixteen 
and then come back. 


FULL SHOT - DAY 

Roberts turns away from the door, picks up the large and 
expensive suitcase from the floor and puts it on the bed. 
Rummaging, he finds some socks, underwear and a shirt. 
He carries these into the bathroom. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\urraling) .. . There was no time to 
lose. Every minute I had to be Charles Haskell was danger- 
ous—and I'd have to be Charles Haskell until I got to some 
city where | could park the car and be swallowed up . . . 





WIPE TO: 

INT. BATHROOM - CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS IN MIR- 
ROR — DAY 

Roberts is applying lather to his face. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrafing) That meant driving the 
car as far as Riverside or San Bernadino—miaybe even to Los 
Angeles. In a little town I might be noticed—but in a city | 
should be safe enough. 





Roberts commences to shave. 


WIPE TO: 

INT. STALL SHOWER - CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS - DAY 
While Roberts continues to narrate, he is soaping his torso 
in the stall shower. Steam rises and fills the enclosure. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arra/ing) Then, after | ditched 
the car, I could go on to Sue. (Pause) But that moment 
with the cop on the road, and those five minutes at the 
border, made me realize it might be a good idea to find 
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out a little bit about Mr. Haskell . . . 


WIPE TO: 

INT. TOURIST CABIN — MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS 
BEFORE BUREAU MIRROR - DAY 

Roberts, fully dressed except for his coat, is knotting a tie 
as the narrative continues. He looks very different now 
that he has shaved and cleaned up and dressed himself 
in Haskell’s clothing, 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) Then, if anybody asked 


me questions, I'd give the right answers. 


WIPE TO: 

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT BED - DAY 
Roberts is seated on the bed before the open suitcase. 
He picks up the roll of money. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) | found out a lot. The 
first thing | found out was that I had seven hundred and 
sixty-eight dollars . . . 


Roberts quickly counts the money, then restores the roll to 
his pocket. Next he takes out a stack of letters from the suit- 
case and opens one. He skims through it. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) This was a lot of jack— 
but believe me, it was the kind of money I would rather not 
have had... 


Roberts opens a second letter, without a stamp on the 
envelope, and reads with a frown gathering on his face. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) And then | found out 
from a letter Haskell was carting around in his bag—one he 
had forgotten to mail, | guess—that he wasn’t the open- 
handed, easygoing big shot who threw away a dollar now 
and then and went around buying dinners for strange hitch- 
hikers. Before | got done reading it | saw him more as a 
chiseler . . . 





ANOTHER ANGLE - DAY 
Roberts continues to read the letter in his hand, a look of 
disgust growing on his face. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) It was a letter to his old 
man in California, the one he hadn't seen in so many years. 
In it Haskell painted himself as a salesman—of hymnals, of 
all things! 


Roberts tears up the letter in disgust. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) |t was easy to see where 
Haskell expected to raise a new stake for his book in 
Miami—by rooking his old man. 


WIPE TO: 


FULL SHOT - DAY 
Roberts, now completely dressed, finishes packing the 
suitcase and goes to the door, ready to push on. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrating) That was about all | 
found out from his effects—and it was enough. | told myself 
maybe old man Haskell was lucky his son kicked off. He 
would never know it, but it saved him from taking a flyer in 
sacred literature preferred. 





DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. ROADSTER, TOP DOWN - MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT 
THRU WINDSHIELD - PROCESS - DAY 

Roberts is driving along at a moderate rate of speed 
through desert country. It is a beautiful day. The tension 
has gone from his face. The SOUND of the motor, sub- 
dued, SUSTAINS throughout the sequence. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) There were quite a num- 
ber of fellows hitchhiking along the road, but I passed them 
all by. If I was picked up, the cops would grab them, too—as 
accomplices, accessories after the fact, or whatever they wanted 
to hold them on... 


EXT. SERVICE STATION ON HIGHWAY - FULL SHOT - DAY 
A very small service station with one pump in the left f.g. 
The convertible comes down the highway toward the 
CAMERA and pulls in with a steaming radiator. Roberts is 
driving. VERA can be seen standing on the shoulder of 
the road in front of the station, thumbing the cars that 
pass from time to time. She's young, thin and dirty. A 
small overnight case is at her feet. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narra/ing) But near the airport at 
Desert Center, I pulled up for water. There was a woman . . . 


MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT CAR - DAY 
Roberts stops the car and gets out. As he starts putting 
water into the steaming radiator, he looks O.S. toward the 


highway. 
ROBERTS (Calling 0.5.) Hey, you... 


FULL SHOT OF VERA - DAY 
Vera, standing on the shoulder of the road, turns her head 
O.S. toward the station. 


VERA (Calling) Me? 


MEDIUM SHOT - DAY 
Roberts screws the radiator cap back on as a mechanic 
emerges from the station. 


MECHANIC (/7 doorway) Trouble with your radiator, 
partner? 





ROBERTS (Gelling back in car) No—just hot. 
MECHANIC \eed gas’ 


ROBERTS No, thanks. (7zrning foward the highway again 
and calling to Vera 0.8.) Say, come on—if you want a ride. 


FULL SHOT - DAY 
Vera picks up her overnight case and walks to the car - 
not hurrying. The mechanic goes back inside the station. 


MEDIUM SHOT - DAY 

Vera reaches the car and opens the door. Roberts takes 
her little overnight case and throws it behind the seat. He 
puts the car in gear and drives O.S. 


INT. ROADSTER - MEDIUM TWO SHOT THRU WIND- 
SHIELD - ROBERTS AND VERA - PROCESS - DAY 

The two are driving along at a moderate rate of speed 
through desert country. Roberts keeps his eyes on the 
road as they converse. 


ROBERTS How far are you going? 
VERA (Without looking at him) How far are you going? 


CLOSE SHOT —- ROBERTS THRU WINDSHIELD - PROCESS 
- DAY 

Roberts turns his head to look at her (O.S.) in mild sur- 
prise. He narrates above the subdued hum of the motor, 
which SUSTAINS throughout the sequence. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) That took me by surprise, 
and | turned my head to look her over . . . 


CLOSE SHOT - VERA - PROCESS - DAY 

For this shot, the CAMERA IS PLACED at the height of 
Roberts’ eyes, and Vera is photographed in profile as she 
sits staring straight in front of her, the wind blowing her 
hair back from her head. There is a curious, tight expres- 
sion on her face. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrating) She was facing straight 
ahead, so | couldn't see her eyes, but she was young, not 
more than twenty-four . . . 


lera’s hair is unkempt and her hands dirty. She may. per- 
haps, have a slight ring around her neck. But she should 
nol be overdone in any respect. 


INSERT: CLOSE SHOT - VERA’S DIRTY HANDS ON 
HER LAP 

As she sits in the car. The SOUND of the car's motor 
comes over. 


INSERT: CLOSE SHOT - VERA'SS RUN-DOWN SHOES 


CAKED WITH MUD - DAY 
As they rest against the floor of the car. The SOUND of 
the car's motor comes over. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) Man, she looked as if 
she'd just been thrown off the crumbiest freight train in the 
world... 


INSERT: CLOSE SHOT - VERA’S CALVES SHEATHED IN 
STOCKINGS WITH RUNS AND HOLES - DAY 

As she sits in the car. The SOUND of the car's motor 
comes over. 


INT. ROADSTER - CLOSE SHOT - VERA — PROCESS - DAY 
Vera is photographed in profile with the CAMERA 
PLACED the height and approximate position of Roberts’ 
eyes. The SOUND of the motor continues to come over. 
The same tight expression is on her face. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) Yet, in spite of the condi- 
tion she was in, | got the impression of beauty. Not the beauty 
of a movie actress, mind you, or the beauty you dream about 
when you're with your wife, but a va/aral beauty—a beauty 
that’s almost homely because it’s so real. (Pause) Then, sud- 
denly, she turned to face me and I took it all back . . . 


TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND VERA, FEATURING VERA - 
PROCESS - DAY 

Vera turns away from the windshield to face Roberts as 
they drive along. There is an icy look about her and the 
tight lines around her mouth are still there. 


VERA How far did you say you were going? 


Roberts turns back to the road quickly and hesitates before 
answering. A slight but troubled frown comes onto his face. 


ROBERTS (heliuctantly) Los Angeles. 
VERA (Relurning ber attention to the road) \..4.7 VA. is 


good enough for me, mister. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS —- PROCESS - DAY 

Roberts looks most uncomfortable as he continues to 
drive. 

ROBERTS (J/u//ering) | was afraid of that... 

VERA'S VOICE /0.8.) What did you say? 


ROBERTS (Quickly, frying lo cover up) Nuh? Oh, nothing. 
| was just thinking out loud. 


VERA'SS VOICE (0..8.— mockingly) People get in trouble 
for doing that. 


Roberts turns his head to look at her, and the CAMERA 
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PULLS BACK to a TWO SHOT, framing them both. Vera 
is looking at him curiously — almost as though looking 
through him. 


ROBERTS (70 make conversation) What's your name? 
He returns his attention to the road. 

VERA You can call me Vera, if you want to. 

ROBERTS You live in Los Angeles? 

VERA No. 

ROBERTS Where are you coming from? 

VERA Oh... back there. 

She nods her head toward the rear. 

ROBERTS Blythe? 

VERA No. 

ROBERTS (hi, sure. Phoenix. You look like a Phoenix girl. 
VERA Are the girls in Phoenix (hat bad? 


SLOW DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. ROADSTER - TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND VERA - 
PROCESS - DAY 

The CAMERA, SHOOTING FROM BEHIND AND 
SLIGHTLY ABOVE, photographs Roberts and Vera as 
they drive along at a moderate rate of speed through 
desert country. Vera is sleeping, resting her head against 
the door on her side of the car. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrating) The girl must have been 
pretty tired because she fell asleep not twenty minutes after 
she stepped into the car. . . 


CLOSE SHOT - VERA - PROCESS - DAY 
Vera is apparently asleep as the car moves along through 
the desert. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrasing) She lay sprawled out, 
with her head resting against the far door—like Haskell. | 
didn’t like that part of it much, but I didn’t wake her up. 


MEDIUM TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND VERA THRU 
WINDSHIELD - PROCESS - DAY 

The car is still moving along at a moderate rate of speed. 
The HUM of the motor, of course, SUSTAINS. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narra/ing) lt wasn't that this girl 
still worried me; I'd gotten over that funny feeling | had when 
she looked at me—which | put down as just my jangled 
nerves. With her eyes closed . . . 


CLOSE SHOT - VERA - PROCESS - DAY 


Vera still has her eyes closed but the lines around her 
mouth have softened. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narraling) ... and the tenseness 
gone out of her she seemed harmless enough; and instead of 
disliking her, | began to feel sorry for her. The poor kid prob- 
ably had had a rough time of it. . . 


MEDIUM TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND VERA THRU 
WINDSHIELD — PROCESS - DAY 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrating) Who was she, anyway? 
And why was she going to Los Angeles? And where had she 
come from in the first place? The only thing I knew about her 
was her name. 


Roberts, his eyes on the road, drives along. The CAMERA 
MOVES in for a CLOSE SHOT of him. Vera is now O.S. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arra/ing) Not that it made any dif- 
ference. A few hours more and we'd be in Hollywood. I'd for- 
get where | parked the car and look up Sue. This nightmare 
of being a dead man would be over . .. Who this dame was, 
well, it was no business of mine. 


Roberts casually removes his eyes from the road and 
looks over in the direction of Vera (O.S.) and is a bit star- 
tled. The CAMERA PANS to Vera, who now has her eyes 
wide open. She is staring at Roberts (O.S. now) with that 
peculiar, hard, calculating glint in her eyes. 


After HOLDING for a moment, the CAMERA PULLS 
BACK for a WIDER ANGLE, TAKING THEM BOTH IN. 
Roberts’ troubled eyes are looking into Vera's cold ones. 
With an effort, he returns his attention to the road ahead. 


VERA (S/aring al him hard) Where did you leave his body? 


The CAMERA ZOOMS IN for a BIG CLOSE-UP of both 
as he freezes and his eyes widen. HOLD ON ROBERTS 
as he sits immobile for a second. 


CLOSE SHOT - VERA - PROCESS - DAY 
Vera sits up erect and faces Roberts, O.S. The HUM of the 
motor is all that is heard for a few seconds. 


VERA (Afler having given Roberts time to reply) Where 
did you leave the owner of this car? You're not fooling anyone. 
This buggy belonged to a fellow named Haskell. That's not 
you, mister. 


TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND VERA THRU WINDSHIELD - 
PROCESS - DAY 

Roberts is visibly shaken, but tries to control himself as 
the car continues to travel along through the Cesert. 





ROBERTS (/orcing a laugh after a moment) You're out 
of your mind. That's zy name, Charles Haskell. Look! I can 
prove it... 

Roberts reaches into his inside pocket and pulls out Haskells 
wallet. He offers it to ber, taking care to keep bis eves on the 
road, for he is afraid to let her read the fear in them. 


ROBERTS You'll find my driver's license in there. 


VERA (Paying no attention to the wallet and not remov- 
ing her eyes from Roberts’ face) Save yourself the trouble, 
mister, Having Haskell’s wallet only makes it worse. 


CAMERA MOVES IN FOR A CLOSER SHOT OF VERA. 
Roberts is now O.S. 


VERA It just happens | rode with Charlie Haskell all the way 
from Louisiana. He picked me up outside of Shreveport. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS - PROCESS - DAY 

Roberts is genuinely frightened now. His mouth drops 
open a little. He does not dare look over toward Vera, just 
keeps his eyes on the road. 


ROBERTS (lanky) You... rode... with ...? 
VERA'S VOICE (0...) You heard me. 


There is a pause, during which Roberts wets his dry lips. 
Only the HUM of the motor is heard. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) Then it all came back to 
me. All that talk about dueling and scars and scratches . . . 
(Pause) There was no doubt about it. Vera must be the 
woman Haskell had mentioned. She must have passed me 
while I slept. 


Vera speaks as CAMERA PULLS BACK for a WIDER 
ANGLE, taking her into the scene. 


VERA (/izpatiently) Well? 


Roberts turns to her, opens his mouth but finds it impossible 
fo say anything. 


VERA (Persistently, not removing her gaze from his face 
for an instant) Well? Vm waiting. 


The CAMERA TRUCKS IN for a CLOSER SHOT of 
Roberts. Vera is O.S. again. Roberts can find nothing to 
say. Sweat stands out on his forehead. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) My goose was cooked. 
She had me. That Haskell guy wasn’t dead yet. He wasn't 
stretched out stiff and cold in any Arizona gully. He was 
sitting right here in the car, laughing like mad while he 
haunted me . .. 


VERA'S VOICE /0).5.) Well? 
The CAMERA KEEPS MOVING IN on Roberts. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arra/ing) There was nothing | 


could say. It was her move . . . 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

INT. LAS VEGAS DINER - CLOSE SHOT - REVOLVING 
RECORD IN JUKEBOX PLAYING “SOPHISTICATED 
LADY” - NIGHT 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

INT. LAS VEGAS DINER - CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT 
COUNTER MOROSELY SIPPING COFFEE - NIGHT 

The music is louder now, as Roberts narrates. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\wrvaliny) Vera whatever-her-name- 
was. It was just my luck picking her up on the road. It couldn't 
have been Helen, or Mary, or Evelyn or Ruth. It had to be the 
very last person | should ever have met. . . That's life. Which- 
ever way you turn, Fate sticks out a foot to trip you up. . . 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

INT. ROADSTER - CLOSE SHOT - VERA THRU WIND- 
SHIELD - PROCESS - DAY 

The music is lost in the HUM of the car motor. Vera, 
facing Roberts O.S., is talking heatedly in pantomime as 
Roberts’ voice continues the narration. When she does 
speak, her voice FADES IN as Roberts’ voice (narrating) 
FADES OUT. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arra/ing) | told her everything, but 
she didn’t believe my story. | should have saved my breath . . . 


VERA (Wo bas been talking at a great rate inaudibh;— 
now fading in) That's the greatest cock-and-bull story | ever 
heard! Fell out of the car! Say, who do you think you're talking 
to? A hick? Listen, brother, I've been around, and | know a 
wrong guy when I see one! What did you do—kiss him with 
a wrench? 


The CAMERA PULLS BACK for a WIDER ANGLE, taking 
in Roberts, who is driving along, white-faced and drawn. 


ROBERTS Now wait a minute. What I told you was true! 
You see—that’s why | had to do it! You think I did it—well, 
the cops would have thought so, too! 


VERA (With a sneer) Maybe they still think so. What makes 
vou so sure I'll shut up about this? 








ROBERTS (/i:rving fo ber in misery) Nera, 'm innocent. 
Give me a break, will you? 


VERA (A/fer a pause) | shouldn't. . . but, well, it won't do 
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me any good having you pinched. The cops are no friends of 
mine. Now if there was a reward... But there isn’t. 
ROBERTS (’elicved) Thanks. 


VERA (With a nasty smile) Oh, don’t thank me yet. I'm not 
done with you by a long shot. Let's see that roll. . . 


ANOTHER ANGLE - PROCESS - DAY 

The HUM of the motor SUSTAINS as Roberts looks over 
at Vera. He notes that she is not fooling, for she holds out 
her hand. In silence, Roberts digs into his pocket and puts 
the roll of bills into her hand. Vera starts counting the 
money as the car continues to travel through desert 
country - more populated than before, however. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - TWO SHOT, ROBERTS AND VERA 
THRU WINDSHIELD - PROCESS - DAY 

Vera finishes counting the money and looks up at Roberts 
with narrowed eyes. 


VERA Is that all Haskell had? 
ROBERTS (Grouchily) Isn't it enough? 
VERA (Suspiciously) | thought he had more. 


ROBERTS Not that | know of. You can search me if you 
think I'm holding out on you. 


VERA (Sfu/fing the money into a purse) Well, maybe | will 
at that. He told me he was going to bet three thousand dollars 
on a horse named Paradisical on Wednesday at Santa Anita. 


ROBERTS He must have been stringing you. He meant 
three hundred. 


VERA Maybe. 


ROBERTS Sure. three hundred. Or three bucks. He was a 
piece of cheese. Big blowhard. 


VERA Listen, mister. Don’t try to tell me anything about 
Charlie Haskell. | knew him better than you did. 


WARNING: Avoid sexy interpretation of above speech. 
ROBERTS (kay, then you know he was a four-flusher. That 
explains his three-grand bet. 


VERA I'm not so sure he didn’t Aave that three grand. Why 
should I believe you? You've got all the earmarks of a cheap 
crook. 


Roberts turns his head to protest this remark. 
ROBERTS Now wait a minute... 
CLOSE SHOT - VERA - PROCESS - DAY 


Vera's eyes blaze. She speaks swiftly, bitingly, facing 
Roberts O.S. 


VERA Shut up. You're a cheap crook and you killed him. 
For two cents I'd change my mind and turn you in. I don’t 
like you. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS - PROCESS - DAY 
In this REVERSE SHOT, Roberts turns his head toward 
Vera O.S., starts to open his mouth in protest, then closes 
it and returns his attention to the road ahead. 


ROBERTS ($0/i/)—/0 soothe her) Ml right, all right. Don’t 
get sore. 


TWO SHOT THRU WINDSHIELD - ROBERIS AND 
VERA, FEATURING VERA —- PROCESS - DAY 


VERA I'm not sore. But just remember who's boss around 
here. If you shut up and don’t give me any arguments, you 
have nothing to worry about. If you act wise—well, mister, 
you'll pop into jail so fast it'll give you the bends. 


ROBERTS (//:b/e) \'m not arguing. 


VERA See that you don't. Crooked as you look, I'd hate to 
see a fellow as young as you wind up sniffing that perfume 
Arizona hands out free to murderers. 


ROBERTS |i) not a murderer... 


VERA (Laughing humorlessly) Of course you're not. Haskell 
knocked his own head off. 


ROBERTS He fell. That's how it happened. Just like I told you. 
VERA And then he made you a present of his belongings. 
ROBERTS |.ook, | explained why I had to. . . 


VERA Oh, skip it. It doesn't make any difference one way or 
another. I’m not a mourner. | liked Haskell even less than | 
like you. 


ROBERTS Yeah. | saw what you did to him. 
VERA What do you mean? 

ROBERTS Those scratches on his wrist. 
VERA Oh, sure. | scratched him. 
ROBERTS ||! say you did! 





INT. ROADSTER - ANOTHER ANGLE - ROBERTS AND 
VERA IN CAR - PROCESS - LATE AFTERNOON 

The PROCESS SCREEN should reveal that the car is trav- 
eling slowly through the outskirts of a California town. 


VERA (With a sniff) So your idea was to drive the car for a 
little way, maybe into San Bernadino, and then feave it? 
(Pause) You weren't going to sell it? 


ROBERTS (/urning fo Vera in amazemen!) Sell it! Do 





you think I'm crazy? A—car that belongs to somebody else? 
Say, all 1 want is to leave it somewhere, and forget I ever saw it! 


VERA (awning contempluously) Hmmm . . . not only 
don't you have any scruples, you don’t have any brains. 


ROBERTS | don't get you. 


VERA Maybe it’s a good thing you met me. You would have 
got yourself caught, sure. Why, you dope, don’t you know a 
deserted automobile always rates an investigation? 


ROBERTS /luli’ 


VERA The police find a car. Then they get curious. They 
wonder where the owner is. So, all right, they don’t trace 
Haskell. They trace you. 


ROBERTS | never thought of that. 


VERA The only safe way to get rid of the car is to sell it to a 
dealer. Get it registered under a new name. (Pause) Say, pull 
into the curb by that drugstore. I want to get a bottle and do 
some shopping before we hit Los Angeles. (Nodding toward 
something 0.8.) There's a parking place. 


The PROCESS SCREEN reveals that they are in the main 
drag of a fair-sized town. 


EXT. TOWN STREET - MEDIUM SHOT TOWARD CURB - 
DAY 

The convertible, bearing Roberts and Vera, pulls in to the 
curb and stops. Traffic passes in the roadway and pedes- 
trians in light summer attire keep coming by. Roberts 
parks the car in front of a drugstore. There is a dress 
shop next door, and in the show window is the dress that 
Vera wears at some later point in the picture. 


ROBERTS This is a red zone, Vera. You run in. Then if a 
cop comes, | can move. 


VERA Nothing doing. You're coming in, too. From now on, 
vou and | are the Siamese twins. 


ROBERTS (Shrieging) Have it your way. But | don’t get 
the point. 


VERA (Qpening the door on her side of the car) The point 
is | don’t want you to get lost. 


ROBERTS |'m not going to beat it, if that’s what you're 
afraid of. 

VERA I'll say you're not. I'm going to see that you sell this 
car, so you won't get caught. 


ROBERTS (Sarcastically) Thanks. Of course your interest 
wouldn't be financial. would it? You wouldn't want a small 
percentage of the profits? 


VERA Well, now that you insist, how can I refuse? A hundred 


percent will do. 


ROBERTS Fine. I'm relieved. | thought for a moment you 
were going to take it all. 


VERA | don’t want to be a hog. 


Vera and Roberts get out of the car. cross the curb and 
enter the drugstore. 


FADE OUT 


FADE IN: 

MONTAGE OF (STOCK) SHOTS OF HOLLYWOOD - 
NIGHT 

(1) Hollywood and Vine 

(2) The Brown Derby 

(3) Hollywood Boulevard 

(4) Grauman’'s Chinese 

(5) Neon sign reading: All Roads Lead to Hollywood. 


The above shots SUPERIMPOSED upon a MEDIUM 
TWO SHOT OF ROBERTS AND VERA from behind their 
heads, shooting toward the windshield. 


Roberts’ voice narrates over the entire montage. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arraling) A tew hours later we were 
in Hollywood, and I was recognizing places Sue had written 
about. I scarcely saw them. It struck me that far from being 
at the end of the trip, now there was a greater distance between 
Sue and me than when I started out! 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

EXT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT HOUSE - FULL SHOT - 
NIGHT 

The convertible drives up and parks in front of an aver- 
age California apartment building; Roberts and Vera get 
out and start unloading some bags and packages. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) Vera wasn't kidding with 
that Siamese twins crack, and she made me rent a little apart- 
ment—as Mr. Charles Haskell. 


WIPE TO: 

INT. LOBBY OF HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT - FULL 
SHOT - NIGHT 

A smallish lobby with a desk, behind which a stout landlady 
is waiting. Roberts and Vera enter from the street and, the 
CAMERA TRUCKING THEM, they carry their bags and 
packages over to the desk. Roberts sets his (Haskell’s) 
suitcase down and registers. Vera hands the landlady 
some money and the landlady hands her a key. Then Vera 
and Roberts go O.S. lugging their lares and penates. This 
scene, and the previous one, are played without sound. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) When | objected to this, 
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she explained that it was on account of the car. A dealer might 
think something was funny if he called and found we were 
using different names . . . 


WIPE TO: 

INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT LIVING ROOM - FULL 
SHOT - NIGHT 

CAMERA SHOOTING TOWARD the entrance door. As 
the scene opens, the place is dark. Vera and Roberts 
enter, carrying their bags. Vera snaps on the lights. The 
place is a typical Hollywood apartment; there is a break- 
fast nook in evidence, and a door opens into a bedroom. 
Behind another door in the room is a Murphy bed. A 
telephone on a long cord stands on an end table by the 
couch, close to the bedroom door. 


VERA (Selling down her overnight case and the few pack- 
ages she is carrying) Home sweet home. And not bad, either. 
In case there's any doubt in your mind, I'll take the bedroom. 


ROBERTS (Moving foward a window) \t sure is stuffy in 
here. 


VERA The old crow downstairs said there's a folding bed 
behind those doors there. 


Roberts throws open a window and goes over to the French 
doors concealing a Murphy bed. He opens them, revealing 
a bed. 


VERA You know how to work it? 


ROBERTS (/e//ing down the bed, then putting it back 
again) | invented it. 


Al this point the SOUND of a saxophone amateurishly 


running scales comes over—as though through the open 
window. Roberts and Vera exchange looks. 


ROBERTS (/7: c/ismay) Home sweet home. 


VERA (Picking up her paraphernalia and disappearing 
into the bedroom) Well, one can't have everything. I'm first 
in the bathtub. 


ROBERTS (Sarcastic) | don't know why, but I figured you 
would be. 


The saxophone continues to run sour scales as we: 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT LIVING ROOM 
MEDIUM SHOT - NIGHT 

Vera, with her hair up and bound in a bath towel, and 
wearing Haskell’s dressing gown, is sprawled in an easy 
chair with a bottle of whiskey beside her on an end table. 
She lights a cigarette and pours herself a stiff drink as 
the scene opens. Roberts is seated on the windowsill, 
looking out. He is in shirtsleeves. The SOUND of the 


saxophone comes over, running scales. 


VERA Boy, it feels good to be clean again. | must be ten 
pounds lighter. 


ROBERTS (Withou/ (urning) You must be. 

lera looks at him angrily for a moment, then laughs. 
VERA Well, hitching rides isn’t exactly the way to keep your 
schoolgirl complexion. 

ROBERTS | wish that guy with the sax would vive up. It 
gets on my nerves. 

VERA Forget it, and have a drink. 

ROBERTS (Sill with his back to her) Avent you afraid I’! 
take you up on it? 


VERA If | didn’t want to give vou a drink, | wouldn't have 
offered it. 


The CAMERA TRUCKS IN SLOWLY for a CLOSE SHOT of 
Vera. 


VERA Why be a sorehead, Roberts? You got yourself into this 
thing. You should be grateful I'm not turning you in. Why, if 
| wasn’t regular, you'd be in the pen this minute being pho- 
tographed and fingerprinted and pushed around by the cops. 
So cheer up. Get rid of that long puss. (Pause) Or is vour con- 
science bothering you? 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT WINDOW - NIGHT 

Roberts turns around swiftly from the window to face 
CAMERA. The saxophone stops playing. For a second he 
stares angrily in the direction of Vera (O.S.). Then he says: 


ROBERTS \o. it isn't. 


The CAMERA TRUCKS HIM as he leaves the window and 
comes over to Vera. She pours him a drink and hands it 
to him. Both are now framed in a CLOSE TWO SHOT. 


VERA Fine. That's the spirit. He’s dead, and no moaning 
around will bring him back. I never could understand this 
worrying about something that was over and done with. 


ROBERTS Listen, Vera. For the last time. | didn’t kill him. 
Haskell was a sick man, maybe he was dead before he fell out 
of the car, | don't know. 


VERA (Sarcastic) Sure, he died of old age. 
Roberts looks at her in disgust and Vera laughs. 
VERA All right. If it'll make you sociable, you didn’t kill him. 


Roberts tosses off his drink and Vera pours him another. 


The CAMERA PANS DOWN to the whiskey Lottle on the 





end table and MOVES IN ON IT for a CLOSE SHOT. It is 
almost full. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT LIVING ROOM 
CLOSE SHOT - WHISKEY BOTTLE - NIGHT 

From a CLOSE SHOT of the whiskey bottle, which is now 
empty, the CAMERA PULLS BACK to a MEDIUM SHOT 
OF THE ROOM, shooting toward the chair in which Vera 
is lounging. Roberts is pacing back and forth across the 
floor in front of her. She follows him with her eyes. 


VERA We're out of liquor, Roberts. 
ROBERTS (/acing )) Yeah. 

VERA ‘oo bad. | felt like getting tight tonight. 
ROBERTS We'll, | think you succeeded. 
VERA Ain | tight? 

ROBERTS As a prima donna’s corset. 

VERA That's nice. | wanted to get tight. 


ROBERTS (Grouchily) Why? What have you got to get 
tight about? 


VERA (hi, | don't know. A few things... 

ROBERTS Hinph! You should have my worries. 

tera looks at him as he paces for a moment. then laughs. 
VERA If | had your troubles, I'd stay sober. 

ROBERTS Yeah. Maybe you're right. 

VERA In always right. 

Roberts gives Vera a disgusted look. 

CLOSE SHOT - VERA IN CHAIR - NIGHT 

Vera follows the pacing Roberts (O.S.) with her eyes. 
They are a bit glassy with alcohol and they narrow a trifle. 
VERA | don't like your attitude, Roberts. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE /0.5.) Well, there's a lot of things / 
don’t like. 


VERA (Following him with her eves as be paces 0.8.) Sure. 
But life is like a ball game. You have to take a swing at what- 
ever comes along before you wake up and find it’s the ninth 
inning. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (0...) | bet you read that somewhere. 


VERA (rowing) That's the trouble with you, Roberts. All 
vou do is bellyache, instead of taking it easy and trying to 
make the best of things. (S/ow/y) Maybe that’s what's wrong 
with the whole world. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (0.8. ) Get the professor! 


VERA People knock themselves out trying to buck Fate. Now 
you, for instance. You're lucky just to be alive! Suppose 
Haskell had pulled open your door. You'd be playing a harp 
now. Think of that. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (0..8.) }ow think of it. I'm tired of 
thinking. 


MEDIUM SHOT - NIGHT 
Roberts is pacing up and down restlessly while Vera 
sprawls in the chair, following him with her eyes. 


VERA There's plenty of people dying this minute that would 
give anything to trade places with you. I know what I'm talking 
about. 


ROBERTS (/ovking around for something) Vm not so 
sure. At least they vow they're done for. They don’t have to 
sweat blood wondering if they are. 


VERA (With a yawn) Your philosophy stinks, pal! We all 
know we're going to kick off some day. It’s only a question of 
when. But what got us off on this anyway? We'll be discussing 
politics next. 


ROBERTS ()r spiritualism. Where did you hide the butts? 


VERA (Nodding toward the far end table by the couch) 
On the table, sucker. . . 


Roberts moves over to the end table indicated and takes 
a cigarette from the pack. The CAMERA TRUCKS IN until 
we get a BIG CLOSE-UP OF THE ASHTRAY by the opened 
pack. There is almost a full pack of cigarettes and there 
are only two butts in the tray. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

SERIES OF INSERTS: 

BIG CLOSE-UP OF ASHTRAY AND PACK OF CIGARETTES 
ON END TABLE 

Ashtray with six butts in it — pack half full. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 
Ashtray with twelve butts in it - pack almost empty. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 
Ashtray full - pack crumpled up in it. 


Roberts’ voice narrates throughout the series. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE We bored each other with conversation 
for a couple of hours longer, every five minutes one of us 
wishing we had another bottle or a radio or something to 
read. Then, when we finally ran out of chatter, I suggested the 
hav... 
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INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT LIVING ROOM - 
MEDIUM SHOT - NIGHT 

The CAMERA PULLS BACK from a BIG CLOSE-UP of the 
ashtray to a MEDIUM SHOT OF THE ROOM. Roberts is 
slumped on the couch. Vera is still in the easy chair, but 
the bath towel is off her head and she is combing her hair. 


ROBERTS (//is voice fading in as his voice. narrating, 


fades out)... \ know it’s only eleven o'clock. But I want to 


get up early and make the rounds of the used-car lots. 


VERA No hurry about that. We've got all the time in the 
world. 


ROBERTS Maybe vow have, but if you think I want to stay 
cooped up in this place any longer than I have to, you're batty. 


VERA /Shrugging) It’s not a bad place. You'd pay plenty for 
diggings like this in New York. 


ROBERTS | wouldn't care if it was the Ritz. 

Vera starts to cough and the CAMERA TRUCKS IN for a 
CLOSER SHOT of the two, featuring Vera. The coughing 
spell lasts a few seconds. 

VERA (Wiping her eves) That rotten liquor. 


ROBERTS You got a mean cough. Ought to do something 
about it. 


VERA Oh, I'll be all right. 
ROBERTS Jhiat's what Camille said. 
VERA Who? 

ROBERTS Nobody you know. 


VERA Anyway, wouldn't it be a break for you if I did kick 
off? You'd be free—and with all Haskell’s dough and the car. 


ROBERTS | don't want to see anybody die. 
VERA Not even me? 


ROBERTS Especially not you. One person died on me. If 
you did—well, that’s all I need. 





CLOSE SHOT - VERA IN CHAIR - NIGHT 

Vera, who has quite recovered from her coughing spell, 
resumes combing her hair. She looks up at Roberts (O.S.) 
with a half-malicious smile. 


VERA You don't like me, do you, Roberts? 


REVERSE ANGLE — CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS ON 
COUCH — NIGHT 


ROBERTS (With « sardonic twist of the mouth) Like you? 
| love you. My favorite sport is being kept a prisoner. 


REVERSE ANGLE - CLOSE SHOT - VERA IN CHAIR - 
NIGHT 


VERA (Rising fo her feet) Mier we sell the car, you can go to 
blazes, for all | care... but not until then. I’m going to bed. 
Good night, Roberts. Don't try to sneak away during the night. 
You can't get that chain off the door without making a lot of 
noise and I’m a light sleeper. Anyway, if I find you gone, I'll 
notify the police and they'll pick you up. 


MEDIUM SHOT - NIGHT 
Vera starts from the chair to the bedroom door. Roberts 
does not move from his position on the couch. 


ROBERTS (G/oomily) Don't worry. | know when I'm ina 
spot. 


VERA (Jurning al the bedroom door with a malicious 
smile) Well, good night. | hope that portable rack won't be 
too uncomfortable for you. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS ON COUCH - NIGHT 
Roberts slumps on the couch, the picture of dejection. 
He looks over in the direction of Vera O.S. 


ROBERTS [Don't lose any sleep over it, will you, Vera? 


The SOUND of a door closing comes over, After a moment. 
Roberts rises, stretches, and starts to remove bis shirt. Then 
his eve is caught by something 0.8. and he stops dead. 


INSERT: TELEPHONE WITH LONG CORD, ON END 
TABLE - NIGHT 


MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS - NIGHT 

Roberts stares over at the telephone on the end table, 
then turns to stare at the bedroom door, which is closed. 
There is a moment of indecision, then he goes quickly 
over to the phone, the CAMERA PANNING HIM. He 
picks up the receiver. 


ROBERTS (Ju//ering as he dials) Crestview .. . six . . . 


Roberts continues to dial as the CAMERA MOVES IN 
SLOWLY for a CLOSE SHOT OF HIM. His face registers 
apprehension, the SOUND of the operator buzzing the 
number comes over, then a click, and the SOUND of 
Sue's voice. 


SUE’S VOICE (7hrough phone) Hello... hello... 


Roberts starts to answer, then realizes he can never explain 
his present predicament. He closes his mouth—frustrated 


SUE’S VOICE (7hrough phone) Hello... hello... 


Roberts slowly and sadly hangs up the receiver, a click 





that cuts off Sues voice. 


ROBERTS (Whispering) No, not yet, honey... tomorrow . . . 
(Pause) Maybe . . . 


FADE OUT 


FADE IN: 

INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT BEDROOM - CLOSE 
SHOT - VERA - DAY 

THE CAMERA, SHOOTING OVER VERA’S SHOULDER 
into the bureau mirror, photographs her as she makes 
up her face. On the bureau may be seen several empty 
cartons of cosmetics, dress boxes with only tissue paper 
in them, etc. 


As the scene opens, she has no make-up on at all but, bit 
by bit, she beautifies herself (to the surprise of the audi- 
ence, it is to be hoped). The final touch comes when she 
lets down her hair. She is really a very pretty girl. While all 
this is going on, Roberts’ voice (narrating) comes over. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arra/ing) If this were a movie, | 
would fall in love with Vera, marry her and make a respectable 
woman of her... Or else she'd make some supreme Class-A 
sacrifice for me and die—leaving me free to marry Sue. She 
would experience a complete and totally unwarranted change 
of heart, wipe out her past by a dramatic death, pleasing me 
and you and the sweethearts in the balcony. Sue and I would 
baw! a little over her grave, make some crack about there is 
good in all of us, and fade out. But this isn’t a movie, and 
Vera, unfortunately, was just as rotten in the morning as 
she'd been the night before . . . 





FADE OUT Roberts’ voice (narrating) as the SOUND of 
KNOCKING FADES IN. 


Vera turns her head toward the bedroom door (O.S.) 
VERA (Srapping peevishly) Ml right! Fm coming! 


INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT LIVING ROOM - 
CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS AT BEDROOM DOOR - DAY 
Roberts, fully dressed in Haskell’s suit that he wore the 
day before, looks impatient. He addresses the door: 


ROBERTS look. Vera. It’s almost noon! 


INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT BEDROOM - CLOSE 
SHOT - VERA - DAY 

The CAMERA PULLS BACK from a CLOSE SHOT OF VERA 
before the bureau mirror to a MEDIUM SHOT of the bed- 
room, taking in the bed. There are more cardboard boxes 
and mountains of tissue paper on it, evidence of the shop- 
ping Vera did the previous afternoon. The bed is, of 
course, unmade. Vera turns away from the mirror where 


she has been putting on the finishing touches to her make- 
up, and takes a lightweight coat from one of the boxes. 


VERA (Glancing over toward the door ill-humoredly) So 
what? The dealers will be there all day. 

ROBERTS (0.8... hrough door) They \l be there all year, 
too—but that doesn't mean I'm going to wait that long, 


Vera walks to the door, the CAMERA TRUCKING HER, 
and throws it open, revealing Roberts. 


VERA Oh, shut up. You're making noises like a husband. 


The CAMERA, SHOOTING OVER VERA’S SHOULDER, 
records the slow astonishment on Roberts’ face as he 
sees the transformed Vera. 


INT. BEDROOM DOORWAY - REVERSE ANGLE - 
VERA - DAY 

The CAMERA, SHOOTING OVER ROBERTS’ SHOULDER, 
photographs Vera in her new dress, carrying her new 
coat. She is in the doorway and she laughs and strikes a 
pose like a model. 


VERA Jo | rate a whistle? 
ROBERTS You sure do—but let's go. 


The pleased smile vanishes from Vera's face, and she pushes 
past Roberts, a trifle annoyed. 

VERA (Mocking him) Let’s go, let’s go! | spend eighty-five 
bucks and two hours preparing bait, and all you can say is 
“Let's go.” 


INT. LIVING ROOM - FULL SHOT - DAY 

Vera, followed by Roberts, exits, closing the front door 
after them. The Murphy bed is down and unmade. As the 
door closes behind them, the SOUND of the saxophone 
comes over, running sour and monotonous scales. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. ROADSTER - TWO SHOT THRU WINDSHIELD - 
ROBERTS AND VERA - PROCESS - DAY 

The two drive slowly through Hollywood streets; Vera 
proud in her new outtit. 


ROBERTS We passed a few used car lots last night down 
this way. 

VERA (Primping) What do you think we'll get for this heap? 
ROBERTS | don't know. Plenty. You just let me handle 
everything. 

VERA You think we can get a thousand dollars? 
ROBERTS | don't know. But don’t worry, Il squeeze as 
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much out of the guy as I can. If I let it go cheap without a 
fight, he might think the car was stolen. And listen—don't 
make any slips and call me Roberts. That'll cook us. 


VERA | don’t need you to tell me that. 


ROBERTS Jou better just sit by and keep your mouth closed. 
Remember, we're both in the soup if anything happens. 


VERA Oh, forget it and drive. 
ROBERTS \ou re my wile 


VERA After the deal’s closed, we can go back to that place 
on Hollywood Boulevard where I saw that fur jacket. | want to 
buy it. 





Vera Haskell. 


ROBERTS After the deal’s closed, I'm saving goodbye to you. 


VERA That's right, | forgot. | guess I'm getting kind of used 
to you. 


ROBERTS Well, that’s a habit you can start breaking. Here's 
a joint. Keep your fingers crossed and your mouth closed . . . 


Roberts turns the wheel sharply to the right and the 
PROCESS SCREEN reacts accordingly. 


EXT. USED CAR LOT - FULL (ESTABLISHING) SHOT — DAY 
Just a vacant lot with lines of cars for sale. There is a drive- 
way with a sign over it: USED CARS - BOUGHT AND 
SOLD. A little bungalow with the sign: OFFICE painted 
on it is seen in b.g. 


As the scene opens, the convertible bearing Roberts and 
Vera turns into the driveway and proceeds as far as the 
bungalow office. 


EXT. USED CAR LOT - MEDIUM SHOT OF OFFICE - 
DAY 

The convertible pulls up before the office and Roberts 
punches the horn. The Dealer, a shrewd-faced man in his 
forties, comes out of the bungalow. Roberts does not shut 
off his motor. 


DEALER (Good afternoon, folks. Interested in buying a nice 
car? 

VERA We're interested in se//ing one. 

ROBERTS (With a warning side-glance al Vera) We're 
interested in selling —if the price is right. 

Roberts gets out of the car as the Dealer walks closer to 
appraise tl. 

DEALER (/rowning judiciously) If it’s in good shape 
mechanically, the Blue Book is eight hundred. (Calling 0.8. 


over his shoulder) Tony, come over here and have a look at 
the motor! 


VERA /(Disgustedly) Fight hundred? Are you kidding? 


As she speaks, a grease-covered mechanic enters the scene 


from behind the office. He lifts the hood of the car and peers 


inside. 
DEALER (WW i/) knit brows) Well, maybe eight-fifty . . . 


VERA Before | let it go for eight-fifty, I'll wreck it and collect 
the insurance! 


She is very excited, and commences to cough. But only once 
or twice. 


DEALER /So/icifously) There's some water inside. 


EXT. USED CAR LOT - MEDIUM LONG SHOT FROM 
HIGH PARALLEL - DAY 

This scene is done entirely in pantomime as Roberts’ 
voice (narrating) comes over scene. The CAMERA, 
SHOOTING DOWN on the car as it stands in front of the 
office, photographs Roberts and the Dealer arguing; Vera 
getting out of the car to join in; and Tony, the mechanic, 
crawling underneath the car. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrating) While the mechanic 
appraised the car, we haggled. At last, when we were all worn 
out, we hit a compromise, his price . . . 


EXT. USED CAR LOT - GROUP SHOT - VERA, ROBERTS 
AND DEALER BEFORE OFFICE - DAY 

As the scene opens, Roberts and the Dealer are shaking 
hands. Vera looks disgustedly on. 


ROBERTS (Shaking hands, resignedly) Fight hundred 
and fifty dollars. 


DEALER Come inside and we'll sign the papers. 


ROBERTS Okay. I've got the ownership right here. (70 
lera) Look, Vera, you clean out the dash compartment in the 
meanwhile, will you? We may have left some stuff in there. 


VERA All right—darling. 


lera shoots Roberts a nasty look and goes 0.8. toward the 
car. The Dealer and Roberts go into the office. Roberts taking 
out his wallet as he does so. 


INT. ROADSTER - CLOSE SHOT - VERA - DAY 

A profile shot of Vera as she opens up the dash compart- 
ment of the car and pulls out a handful of papers, as well 
as Haskell’s cigarette case. 


VERA (Grumbling) Eight hundred and fifty dollars. The 
dirty thief. 

She turns Haskell’s expensive cigarette case over in her 
hands, admires it, then puts it in her purse. 





INT. USED CAR OFFICE - MEDIUM SHOT - ROBERTS 
AND DEALER AT DESK - DAY 

Roberts and the Dealer are seated opposite each other at 
the desk inside the office. The Dealer is studying the 
papers Roberts has given him. 

DEALER Him, New York, eh? 

ROBERTS (41 /)i/ nervous) That's right. 

DEALER But you bought the car in Miami. 

The CAMERA DOLLIES IN SLOWLY for a CLOSE TWO 
SHOT of Roberts and the Dealer, featuring Roberts, who 
registers acute nervousness. 

ROBERTS 
DEALER Prom the 
ROBERTS Jes, that’s it. The West Coast Motors. 
DEALER No—the East Coast Motors. 
ROBERTS ()f course. 


DEALER Now—let me see—about the insurance. We'll 
have to get that transferred or canceled. | don’t see . .. what 
insurance do you carry, Mr. Haskell? 





ves. 


what was it? West Coast Motors? 











Roberts looks more nervous than ever. He swallows visibly: 
ROBERTS (|i ¢@/)) Aren’t—aren't the papers all there? 
DEALER | don't see them. But surely you know what kind of 
insurance you have on the car, and the name of the company? 


ROBERTS /;—surely. 


DEALER [f you give me the name of the company, | can 
take care of all the details. 


ROBERTS \\ell .. . 


Roberts is suffering horribly. He is almost at the point of 


breaking and running. 


INT. USED CAR OFFICE — FULL SHOT TOWARD DOOR - DAY 
Vera comes quickly into the office, interrupting Roberts 
and the Dealer. She carries a long strip of paper rolled up 
in one hand. 

VERA (70 Roberts) Did you sign the papers? 

ROBERTS \01 vet. 


VERA Well, don't. .. We're not selling the car. (Se/zing him 
by the arm) Come on. 


DEALER but wait a minute, Mrs. Haskell. . . 
VERA Comeon... 
DEALER (4 Dif put out) Well, Vil be... 


VERA (70 the Dealer) Shut your mouth. | guess | can keep 
my own car if | want to. 


ROBERTS but \era... 


VERA (Pulling him toward the door) You shut up, too— 
let's go. 


EXT. USED CAR LOT - FULL SHOT - DAY 

Vera and Roberts come out of the office, get into the con- 
vertible and drive off the lot and down the street. The 
Dealer follows the pair out of the office and stands on the 
threshold, looking after them and scratching his head. 


INT. ROADSTER - TWO SHOT THRU WINDSHIELD - 
PROCESS - DAY 
The pair drive slowly through Hollywood streets. 


ROBERTS You vot me out of a tight spot, Vera—but I still 
don't understand all this . . . 


VERA (Uvrolling the paper with the list) You will in a 
minute. | almost threw away a gold mine. 

ROBERTS Fight-fifty isn’t to be sneezed at. The car doesn't 
book for as much as | thought. 


lera has a nasty little smile hovering around her lips as 
they drive along through the streets of Hollywood. 


VERA We're not going to sell the car. 

Roberts turns quickly to face Vera, puzzled. 

ROBERTS You want to keep it? Now wait a minute, Vera. 
You said yourself | wouldn't be safe until the car was in some- 
one else’s name. I'd like to be free of this mess when | go. 
VERA Thiat’s just it, Roberts. You're not going. 

Roberts stares at Vera blankly. 


VERA There's a drive-in at the next corner. Pull in there. 
We'll get a bite to eat and Il explain. 


ROBERTS (4/7¢7#/)') What is this? Another one of your bril- 
liant ideas? 


EXT. HOLLY DRIVE-IN — FULL (ESTABLISHING) SHOT - 
DAY 

An ordinary California drive-in with cars parked head-in. 
It is busy, and waitresses in uniforms run back and forth 
to the cars. The convertible, bearing Roberts and Vera, 
pulls into a vacant space. 


INT. ROADSTER (PARKED IN DRIVE-IN) - MEDIUM 
SHOT - DAY 

Roberts and Vera are in the car. ACARHOP comes up 
with the menus. She is young and pretty and wears the 
uniform of the Holly Drive-in. 
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CARHOP May | take your order? 

VERA Make mine a hamburger and some coffee. 
CARHOP And for you, sir? 

ROBERTS (Looking grumpy) Oh—I don't care. The same. 
CARHOP Thank you. 

The carhop writes on her little pad and goes 0.8. 


ROBERTS (Jiirning fo Vera) Get this, Vera. I've been pretty 
patient so far. I've done whatever you asked me to do. But no 
more. 


VERA Shut up. 


ROBERTS You ve taken Haskell’s money, and you can have 
the dough when we sell the car, but you're not going to keep 
me a prisoner. 


VERA (Handing him her newspaper) Take a look at the 
paper. It's a good thing I bought it. 


ROBERTS \era, |'m in no mood... 
VERA (Pointing at an item with her fingers) Read that. .. 


Roberts’ eves reluctantly drop to the paper. Vera still wears 
that half-smile which presages trouble. 


INSERT - NEWSPAPER ITEM (NO HEADLINES) - 
“HASKELL NEAR DEATH.” REMAINDER READING: “Mil- 
lionaire Exporter in Hospital, victim of pneumonia. April 
17. Charles J. Haskell, Sr., noted sports enthusiast and 
president of the Wilmington and San Pedro Exports, Inc. 
lies close to death after a three-week siege of bronchial 
pneumonia. Doctors have little hope of recovery . . - 


INT. ROADSTER (PARKED IN DRIVE-IN) - TWO SHOT - 
ROBERTS AND VERA - DAY 

Roberts looks up from reading the newspaper item. For a 
second, Vera and Roberts look into each other's eyes. 
Comprehension registers slowly on Roberts’ face. 


ROBERTS No... 

VERA \es ... 

ROBERTS \o, | won't do it! 
VERA (Her eves cold) You will. 


ROBERTS (/righ/ened) You think I'm crazy? It’s impossible, 
I tell you. 


CARHOP’S VOICE /0..5.) Excuse me? 


THE CAMERA PULLS BACK FOR A WIDER ANGLE, tak- 
ing in the carhop. She is standing on Vera's side of the 
car with a tray on which are sandwiches and coffee. Vera 
moves a trifle, and the carhop fastens the tray over the 
door. 


CARHOP Thank you. Punch the horn when you're 
through. 


The carhop goes 0.8. While the girl has been there, both 
Roberts and Vera have taken pains to appear composed. 
But as soon as she is gone, they turn to each other again. 


ROBERTS No one could get away with an act like that! 
They'd be wise to me in a minute! 


VERA (Scorn/fully) Don't be yellow. You look enough like 
him. Same coloring, same build. 

VERA (Waving toward Roberts’ suit) See how his ciothes 
fit you? No kidding, you almost had se fooled for a while. 
ROBERTS (17: disgust) Oh Vera, grow up. Don’t you think 


a father would know his own son? And there must be other 
relatives. 


VERA (Jiking ber hamburger and biting into it as she 
speaks) The father won't have to know you. We'll wait until 
he gives up the ghost. He’s an old geezer. He won't pull 
through. And as far as other relatives are concerned, they 
haven't seen you in fifteen or twenty years. 


Vera takes the other hamburger and thrusts it into Roberts’ 
hand. 


VERA Eat. 


ROBERTS (Putting sandwich back on the tray) Vm not 
hungry—and I won't do it. 


VERA It’s not as tough as it sounds. Remember, you've got 
all kinds of identification—the car, letters, his licenses 


ROBERTS | could never get away with it. 
VERA That dame forgot salt. Well, never mind. 
ROBERTS It’s the stupidest idea | ever heard. 


VERA The old boy has scads of dough. Look in the paper 
here. Personal fortune assessed at over fifteen million. He'll 
leave plenty, I tell you. 


ROBERTS He may have cut off his son. How do we know? 
No, it’s out, Vera. | won't have anything to do with it. 





INT. ROADSTER - CLOSE SHOT - VERA - DAY 
Vera continues to eat her sandwich calmly. 


VERA | think you will. 


There is a threat in ber tone 





and a cold corfidence. 


INT. ROADSTER (PARKED IN DRIVE-IN) - MEDIUM 
TWO SHOT - VERA AND ROBERTS - DAY 

For a moment the two sit silently in the car. Then Vera 
places the remnants of her sandwich on the tray and turns 
to Roberts. 





VERA (Very bifterly) Look. Why do you think I was heading 
West? Because | wanted to break into the movies, be a glam- 
our girl? I'll tell you, if you want to know. I'm out here for my 
health. The doctor in Jersey City said | wouldn't last a year if 
| didn’t get out to the right kind of climate. And even if I did, 
he said he couldn't promise much. Yes. My lungs. They're 
like Swiss cheese. 


ROBERTS (ee, that’s too bad, Vera. But. . . 


VERA (Violently) Oh, I'm not crying about it. But you can 
bet your sweet life I'm going to live before | croak. I'm going 
to have all those things you read of in books . . . 


The CAMERA MOVES IN FOR A BIG CLOSE-UP OF 
VERA as she speaks, a far-off, almost crazed gleam com- 
ing into her eyes. 


VERA ... diamonds and fur coats and breakfasts in bed. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (0.8. ) I'll do anything within reason, 
Vera. But not that. So forget it—or find yourself another 
stooge. 


The gleam sharpens in Vera’s eyes as she turns toward 
Roberts (0.8.) in a rush of emotion. She almost spits out 
her words. 


VERA You sap! You lily-livered coward! You'll be fixed for 
life as Charles Haskell! You can take your inheritance and go 
away! No more worrying about the rent. No more sweating 
and scheming and wondering where your next meal’s coming 
from! Think of that, Roberts! 


ROBERTS’ VOICE /0.5.) Vera, please .. . You're talking 
too loud. 


VERA On this I'm splitting fifty-fifty with you. Sure. Why 
not? We're both alike. We were both born in the same gutter. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE /0).5.) Hey, take it easy, Vera! Remem- 
ber where we are! (7bis in a hushed voice, frightened) People 
can hear! 


INT. ROADSTER (PARKED IN DRIVE-IN) - MEDIUM 
SHOT - DAY 

Vera recaptures control of herself, reaches over and 
punches the horn-button. She drains her cup of coffee 
in one gulp and puts it on the tray. She also tosses the 
newspaper on it. Roberts has eaten nothing. 


VERA We'll wait until we read that old man Haskell’s dead. 
Then you show up—as if you read in New York that he was 
sick. 

ROBERTS No. And suppose he don’t die? 

VERA He will. | know he will. Something tells me. 


Al this point the carhop returns—coming up on Vera's 
side of the car. 


CARHOP Anything else? 
VERA \o. 
CARHOP That will be seventy-two cents. 


Vera peels off a dollar bill from her roll and lays it on the 
fray. The carhop takes it and is about to make change 
when Vera waves her away. 


VERA Ohi, keep it. 
Roberts starts the motor as the carhop unfastens the tray. 
CARHOP Thank you. Call again. 


The carbop, carrying the tray, moves away a slep as 
Roberts backs the convertible out of the parking space. 


EXT. HOLLY DRIVE-IN - MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT - 
TRUCKING - TRAY IN UPRAISED HAND OF CAR- 
HOP - DAY 

The carhop carries the tray to the drive-in service 
counter, the CAMERA TRUCKING HER. As it does so, it 
CLOSES IN ON THE NEWSPAPER ON THE TRAY. When 
the carhop reaches the service counter she sets down 
the tray and the CAMERA MOVES IN for a BIG CLOSE-UP 
of the following: 


“MAN'S BODY FOUND IN ARIZONA 
DITCH BY TELEPHONE LINESMEN 
New York Musician Victim of Foul Play 


Yuma police today reported the finding of the body of 
one Al Roberts, of New York City, by telephone linesmen 
working along U.S. 70 in the vicinity of Lockhart. Marks 
on the head lead authorities to believe he was clubbed to 
death, or possibly hurled from a speeding car. A battered 
valise containing several press clippings, found near the 
body, made identification certain . . .” 


THE CAMERA PULLS BACK from the newspaper to 
MEDIUM SHOT RANGE of the service counter as SUE, 
dressed in the uniform of the drive-in, enters the scene 
through the swinging doors leading to the kitchen. She 
commences to clear and dump the trays on the counter. 
She dumps two or three, then picks up the tray with the 
newspaper on it. She takes the paper off the tray and 
puts it aside, dumps whatever else is on the tray into the 
receptacle for that purpose, then, having no more trays 
to empty at the moment, idly picks up the newspaper. 
She glances at it casually as the CAMERA BEGINS TO 
PULL BACK RAPIDLY. 


The CAMERA CONTINUES TO PULL BACK and Sue is 
blocked off by parked automobiles. The SOUND of an 
awful scream comes over and, as the CAMERA KEEPS 
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PULLING BACK TO A FULL SHOT of the drive-in, a 
crowd collects around the service counter. People leap 
out of cars, etc., and hurry in that direction. 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT LIVING ROOM - FULL 
SHOT THRU WINDOW FROM OUTSIDE - NIGHT 

The window through which this shot is made is closed. 
Roberts and Vera are on the couch playing gin rummy as 
the scene opens. Roberts is in his shirtsleeves and Vera 
is wearing the dress that was modeled in the show-win- 
dow. There is a half-filled bottle of whiskey on an end 
table near them, and they give the impression of having 
been at their game for a long time. Both talk (in panto- 
mime) as Roberts’ voice (narrating) COMES OVER SCENE. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) But as much as | insisted 
| would have no part of her scheme, Vera was taking it for 
granted | would. . . 


Roberts, it is observed, is doing most of the talking as they 
play. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) Neither of us had our 
mind on the cards as we played that night. | knew we were 
just trving to kill time between newspaper editions. This was 
a deathwatch for Vera. Maybe it was for me, too . . . 


INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT LIVING ROOM - 
MEDIUM TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND VERA ON 
COUCH - NIGHT 

Vera and Roberts continue to play cards rather absently. 


ROBERTS... don't you realize that if I'm caught they'll 
want to know where | got the car and stuff? Then they'd have 
me on a murder charge. 


VERA (Laying down her cards) ft you're smart, you won't 
vet caught. | knock with eight. 


ROBERTS (Laying down his hand) And if Lam caught, 
don't vou realize you'll be out, too? 


VERA (Marking the score) Vighteen points. That gives me 
thirty. How will I be out? 


ROBERTS You ll be out the eight hundred and fifty dollars 
we could have got on the car. (As Vera shuffles for a new 
deal) Really, Vera, you'd be an awful chump to throw away 
all that dough on a dizzy long-shot. Let me sell the bus 
tomorrow. With the money it'll bring, and with what you've 
already got, a clever kid like you can run it up in no time. Then 
we'd both be in the clear. 


VERA (Dealing) Vd be in the clear anyway. 


ROBERTS (Picking up his new hand) Maybe, maybe. It | 
got caught I'd be good and sore at you, you know . . . 


CLOSE SHOT - VERA — NIGHT 
Vera starts to pick up her cards, but pauses to raise her 
eyes to Roberts, O.S. There is a cold, cruel glint in them. 


VERA You mean you'd squeal? 


CLOSE TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND VERA ON COUCH - 
NIGHT 

Roberts drops his eyes before Vera's penetrating stare. 
He fumbles with his cards nervously. 


ROBERTS Well—no, not squeal—exactly. | meant. .. 


VERA Never mind what you meant. Even if you dd tell the 
cops | was in it with you, what could they do to me? They 
might give me the same medicine they gave you—a rope 
but I'm on the way anyhow. All they'd be doing would be has- 
lening it. 

ROBERTS All right. But think of the eight-fifty you'd lose. 
You'd kick yourself around the block if you let it get away 
from you. 





VERA (Affer a pause) V\l take the chance. Want another 
drink? 


Roberts shakes his head glumly and Vera lips up the bottle 


fora long slug. It makes her cough a little. 


ROBERTS Jou re being a goon. That's how people wind up 
behind the eightball. Once they get a few dollars they become 
greedy and want more. 


She replaces the bottle. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - FEATURING ROBERTS 

Vera and Roberts continue to play their game without 
much interest on either side. Roberts does not look at 
her as he speaks: 


ROBERTS (aesar—yvou know, that Roman general—got 
his for being greedy. He wasn't satisfied, and the final wind- 
up was he took the count. 

lera merely sniffs at this. She looks as if she is geliing very 
drunk. 

ROBERTS A couple of days ago, you didn't have a dime. 
Why, vou were so broke you couldn't have paid cash for a 
postage stamp. Now you've got almost seven hundred dollars 
with eight hundred and fifty more in the offing. Take my 
advice and don’t try for more. 

VERA (/hrowing down her cards, reaching for the whiskey 
bottle) Vm tired of this game. Let's have some blackjack. 


Roberts throws down his cards. too. 


MEDIUM SHOT - NIGHT 
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Roberts rises from the couch sullenly as Vera takes another 
drink, replaces the bottle, then puts the cards together. 


ROBERTS Play solitaire. 
VERA Okay, if that’s the way you feel about it. 
ROBERTS ‘hat’s the way I feel about it. 


Roberts crosses the room to a chair, takes hold of a pillow 
that is on it and flings it disgustedly across the room. He 
drops miserably into the chair. 

VERA (Now quite drunken) Getting sore and throwing 
things won't help, Roberts. I'm really doing you a favor. | 
help you out of a jam by keeping my mouth shut. | show you 
how to make some soft money. And what thanks do I get? 


ROBERTS (Wit) a biller note) Thanks? 


VERA Sure. Would you rather I call the cops and tell them 
you killed a man and stole his money? 


ROBERTS (Av/gri/)) | didn’t kill anybody! 
VERA You did. 
ROBERTS | didn't, and you know it. 


VERA All right, then. Suppose . . . suppose I call the police? 
If you're innocent, what have you got to be scared of? 


lera unsteadily takes the telephone from the end table 
and picks up the receiver. The SOUND of a dial tone 
COMES OVER. 


MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS IN CHAIR — NIGHT 
Roberts lifts himself a little as he stares at Vera, O.S. The 
SOUND of the dial tone COMES OVER faintly. Then 
Roberts settles back in the chair with an effort and tries 
to look unconcerned. 


ROBERTS Okay, call them, you mutt! Go ahead, call them! 
See if I care! At least they'll give me a square deal. 


CLOSE SHOT - VERA ON COUCH - NIGHT 
Vera holds the telephone in one hand and the receiver in 
the other. She sways slightly. The dial tone COMES OVER. 


VERA (/hreateningly) You want me to call them? 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS IN CHAIR - NIGHT 
Roberts continues his bluff. The dial tone is still heard. 


ROBERTS You heard me. But I'm warning you. If I'm 
pinched, I'll swear you were in on it. I'll say you helped me. 
If 1 fry, I'll get even with you! 


VERA’S VOICE 0.8.) You wouldn't dare. You're chicken. 
ROBERTS No? Then try it and see. Call them. 


VERA'S VOICE /0.8.) Okay, | will. 


As the SOUND of the dialing of three digits COMES OVER, 
Roberts’ faked confidence fades. 


VERA'S VOICE /0..5.) Information? | want the number of 
the Hollywood police station. (Pause) The page is torn out of 
the book. (Pause) What's that? (Pause) Okay, | got it. Thanks. 


The SOUND of the number being dialed COMES OVER. 


FULL SHOT - NIGHT 

Roberts leaps from his chair and races across the room 
to the couch where Vera is dialing a number. He takes 
the phone out of her hands. 


ROBERTS Wait a minute, Vera. You wouldn't do that... 


VERA (Reaching for the phone drunkenly) Oh, wouldn't 
I? Give me that. I'll show you if | would! 


Roberts restores the instrument to the end table by the 
bedroom door and returns to Vera’s side. He gently eases 
her back onto the couch, Vera still protesting, ad lib. 


ROBERTS Take it easy, now. Let's talk this over... 


INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT LIVING ROOM - FULL 
SHOT THRU WINDOW FROM OUTSIDE - NIGHT 
Roberts can be seen arguing with Vera (in pantomime). 
She is on the couch, he standing over her. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narra/fing) This was early in the 
evening, and the conversation, while hectic, was at least 
pitched low. But as the minutes passed and more obstacles to 
her plan popped into my head, the air got blue. Each word 
coming from our lips cracked like a whip. . . 


Roberts hands Vera the bottle, as if pressing her to take a 
drink, but Vera drunkenly pushes bis hand aside and tries 
fo get the telephone. Roberts takes the phone away from 
her and puts it back on the end table by the bedroom door: 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrating) | reminded her that as 
Charles Haskell I didn't even know my mother's name, where 
| had gone to school, the name of my best friend, whether I had 
an Aunt Emma or not, my religion, and if | had ever owned a 
dog. I didn’t even know what my middle initial stood for . . . | 
also pointed out that the real Haskell had a scar on his fore- 
arm... 


INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT LIVING RCOM - 
MEDIUM SHOT - NIGHT 


VERA (/hick/y) His people never saw that scar. He told me 
he ran away right after putting out the kid’s eye. 


TWO SHOT - ROBERTS AND VERA ON COUCH - NIGHT 
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ROBERTS Jes. But his father knew he was cut. There would 
have to be some kind of mark. 


VERA So what? The old man is dead—r will be, I hope, by 
tomorrow morning's paper. Anyway, you could cut yourself a 
little, couldn't you? Boy, for that kind of money I'd let you cut 
my leg off. 


ROBERTS You're drunk—and you're crazy-mad, Vera. 
Turn me in, if you want, but I won't get mixed up in this. 
Besides, how do we know? Haskell was such a phony. Maybe 
he wasn't the man’s son at all. Maybe he dreamed up all this. 


SE SHOT - VERA - NIGHT 


era stares drunkenly at Roberts. She le aig Her hai 
s in disarray and | her eyes are bleary 





VERA Well, dream it or not, you won't be dreaming when 
the law taps you on the shoulder. They've got a cute gas 
chamber waiting for you, Roberts—and I hear extradition to 
Arizona is acinch . . . (Looking around) Where's that phone? 


Her eyes light on something 0.8. in the direction of the 
felephone, and she reaches for it. 


MEDIUM SHOT - NIGHT 
Roberts seizes the arm Vera has stretched out for the 





VERA Let me alone, do you hear? 
ROBERTS \era. . . 


VERA | want to phone—call police—I hate you . . . yellow 
stinker you—let me alone. 


But Roberts does not let her arm go. They struggle a minute. 


ROBERTS (S/riggling fo hold her) V\\ let you go if you'll 
promise to leave the phone where it is. You're drunk. You 
don't know what you're doing . . . 

VERA You re—hurting—me. 

ROBERTS Wil! you promise? 

VERA (Affer a pause) All right. 


Roberts lets her free and puts the phone back on the end 
lable. Vera tries ineffectively to straighten herself up. 


MEDIUM TWO SI eg NIGHT 

/era straightens out her d feces as Roberts drops onto the 
couch alongside o of her. Vera takes another drink from the 
whiskey bottle. Roberts looks utterly worn out. 





VERA You hurt me. 

ROBERTS | in sorry. But. . 

VERA And it’s hot in here. Open a window. 
ROBERTS 11's not hot. 


VERA (Furiously) Don't tell me. Now, do you do it or do | 
do it—you're no gentleman—see? 


ROBERTS /i#) @ sigh) Oh, all right. 


ae CAMERA, SHOOT! OT ING FROMIN| FRO “e 
2 | kenly je 


om he 
ie oe eee 
a little, though, and Roberts turns. = 


ROBERTS \era' 


Roberts races toward Vera, but before he can reach her she 
staggers into the bedroom with the phone, slamming the 
door after her. 





INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT LIVING ROOM ~ 

SOE SEE USSR: Nien = 
races up to he dot and tris to open it. is 
locked. He pounds on it as he speaks: 


ROBERTS (leading) Vera, open the door. Please open the 
door. 





INT. | D APARTMENT BEDROOM - FULL 
ei cos a ee 
Vera stands by the door with the key in one hand and 
the phone at the end of a long cord eee Roberts’ 
VOICE, THROUGH THE DOOR, COMES OVER. 7 





ROBERTS’ VOICE (0.8... rocking) Vera, open the door. 
Don’t use the phone! Listen to me. . . 


VERA (Drunkenly) | don't like you, Roberts, You’re—no 
gentleman—you hurt my hand. I'm going to get rid of you . .. 


Vera starts to walk toward the CAMERA but trips. The 
a GORICE we HOES Up Patria exch fiokd of 
es rng ees gin ber neck 





ROBERTS’ VOICE (0...) If you don’t open the door, I'm 
going to kick it down! Vera . . . 


INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT LIVING R 
SHOT OF BEDROOM DOOR - NIGHT 


Roberts sees part of the long telephone cord sti ‘ing mm 
under the door. = 
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ROBERTS \era, don't call the cops. Listen to me. I'll do 
anything you say . . . 


He stoops down, seizes the cord of the phone and gives it a 
yank. Sweat stands out on his forebead as he tugs at the wire. 


ROBERTS \era, let mein... 


As he pulls on the wire, the SOUND OF THE SAXOPHONE 
COMES OVER. It runs a scale, then starts amateurishly 
playing the first notes of “Sophisticated Lady.” Roberts does 
nol even hear this. 


ROBERTS !'!! break the phone. 


Finally, he gives up pulling. He cannot yank the cord 
loose. He moves back from the door a pace and bangs bis 
shoulder against it. The door snaps open. Roberts stares 
into the room. 


ROBERTS (07 the threshold—uwhispering) Vera! . . . 


With the CAMERA photographing only the broad 
expanse of his back, Roberts stops dead and looks down 
at his feet. There is a dead silence, broken only by the 
SOUND OF THE SAX - and, presently, the SOUND OF 
THE SAX playing “Sophisticated Lady,” very slowly and 
with many sour notes. 


INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT BEDROOM - MEDIUM 
CLOSE ANGLE SHOT - ROBERTS — NIGHT 
The CAMERA shoots Roberts from below as he stares 
down at something. His face registers shock. He is panting. 
The SOUND of the dial tone and the SAX COMES OVER, 
then the SAX STOPS in the middle of a bar. 


INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT BEDROOM - MEDIUM 
SHOT — NIGHT 

Roberts is standing on the threshold staring down at Vera's 
body, twisted on the floor. The telephone wire is tight 
around her throat. He pants as the dial tone COMES OVER. 


The CAMERA DOLLIES IN for a CLOSE SHOT OF VERA. 
Her eyes stare vacantly out of their sockets. She is 
obviously dead from strangulation. When the CAMERA 
REACHES CLOSE SHOT RANGE, IT PANS UP TO 
ROBERTS. He is horrified. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arraling sofily, after a long 
pause) The world is full of skeptics. | know. I'm one myself. 
In the Haskell business, how many of you would have believed 
he fell out of the car? And now, after killing Vera without really 
meaning to do it, how many of you would believe it wasn't 
premeditated? In a jury room, every last man of you would go 
down shouting that she had me over a barrel and my only 
out was force . . . 


WARNING: Hold CLOSE SHOT of the dead Vera to a 
minimum. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS - NIGHT 
Roberts seems frozen to the spot, staring down at Vera's 
body (O.S.). The dial tone continues to COME OVER. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrafing) The room was still-——so 
quiet that for a while | wondered if I had suddenly gone deat. 
It was pure fear, of course. And I was hysterical—but without 
making a sound. (Pause) Vera was dead—and | was her 
murderer. (Pause) Murderer—what an awful word that is! 
But I had become one. . . And had better not get caught. 





SERIES OF QUICK CLOSE-UPS - NIGHT 

(1) CLOSE SHOT of phone in Vera's still hand. 

(2) CLOSE SHOT of doorknob on bedroom door. 

(3) CLOSE SHOT of polished edge of end table. 

(4) CLOSE SHOT of glass in bathroom with toothbrush in it. 
(5) CLOSE SHOT of whiskey bottle. 

(6) CLOSE SHOT of a line in the hotel register reading: 
“Charles Haskell, Jr. and wife - New York, N.Y.” 


During this SERIES OF QUICK CLOSE-UPS, Roberts’ 
voice (narrating) continues to COME OVER, as well as a 
faint dial tone. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narrating) What evidence there was 
about the place had to be destroyed. And from the looks of 
things, there was plenty. What first? 


INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT BEDROOM - FULL 
SHOT - NIGHT 

The DIAL TONE still COMES OVER. Roberts, standing by 
Vera's body, suddenly galvanizes himself into action. He 
stoops swiftly, wrests the phone receiver from Vera's 
dead hand and replaces it on the cradle. The dial tone 
ceases at once. Then Roberts looks right and left, pitiable, 
not knowing what to do. He is under a tremendous inner 
pressure. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arra/ing) But then it dawned on 
me... It was useless. | could destroy evidence for the next 
five years. There'd always be witnesses. The landlady, for one. 


CLOSE SHOT - ROBERTS - NIGHT 

Roberts is stooping. Only a small portion of Vera's body 
can be seen. A realization is being born in his frightened 
eyes. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\Narra/ing) She could identity me. 
And the car dealer. And about a million other people. That 
waitress in the drive-in. The newsboy where Vera bought her 
paper. They could all identify me . . . 


Roberts slowly rises to bis feet, a panic growing in his eyes. 


INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT BEDROOM - FULL 
SHOT TOWARD DOOR - NIGHT 


Roberts stands there in momentary indecision, panicky, 
but still undecided what to do. Vera's body is at his feet. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) | was cooked. Done for. | 
had to get out of there. 


Roberts backs away a step toward the threshold of the door 
leading into the living room. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) While once | had re- 
mained beside a dead body, planning carefully how to avoid 
being accused of killing him, this time I couldn't. . . This 
time I was guilty—knew it and felt it. . . 


INT. HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT LIVING ROOM - FULL 
SHOT - NIGHT 

The CAMERA is placed so that both the door to the bed- 
room and the front entrance door are in the scene. As 
the scene opens, the SOUND OF THE SAX COMES 
OVER, running scales. Roberts backs into the living room 
slowly, his eyes still focused on Vera's body (O.S.) on the 
bedroom floor. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) Stupid or not, | couldn't 
help doing the thing which once before | had managed not to 
do... 


Suddenly, Roberts turns, snatches up his jacket from a 
chair and runs out of the front entrance door, not even 
closing it in his hurry. The SOUND OF THE SAX sourly 
running scales continues to COME OVER - only LOUDER 
~ ironically. 


FADE OUT 


FADE INTO: 

MONTAGE OF SHOTS OF ROBERTS HITCHHIKING - DAY 
(1) Roberts thumbing a ride in the hot sun - unsuccessfully. 
(2) Roberts walking along a long, lonely highway, looking 
back over his shoulder periodically. 

(3) Roberts being picked up by a Model-T Ford. 

(4) Roberts running down the road after a haywagon. 

(5) All of above shots SUPERIMPOSED on a BIG CLOSE- 
UP of Roberts’ hand, thumbing. In all of the above shots, 
Roberts’ condition gets progressively worse. He is wear- 
ing Haskell’s suit, which is much the worse for wear. 


During this MONTAGE, Roberts’ voice (narrating) 
COMES OVER - sadly. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narra/ing) There is nothing so 
much like one road as another road—and any road but U.S. 
70 and one going either to Hollywood or New York was right 
for me. I had to get going—it didn’t matter where—and keep 
going. | was in Bakersfield before I read that Haskell’s old 
man had died in the hospital; and in Frisco before Vera's body 





was discovered; and in Salt Lake before | read that the police 
were looking for Haskell in connection with his wifes mur- 
der! (Pause) Isn't that a laugh? Haskell got me into this mess, 
and Haskell was getting me out of it. The police were searching 
for a dead man... 


DISSOLVE THRU TO: 

INT. LAS VEGAS DINER - FULL SHOT - NIGHT 

The jukebox is just finishing “Sophisticated Lady” as the 
CAMERA TRUCKS IN ON ROBERTS at the counter, 
draining his cup of coffee. All characters present in earlier 
scenes are in their appointed places. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) But my problems weren't 
solved. | had to stay away from New York—for all time— 
because Al Roberts was listed as dead and had to stay dead. 
And I could never go back to Hollywood. Someone might rec- 
ognize me as Haskell . . . 


MEDIUM SHOT FROM BEHIND COUNTER - NIGHT 
The jukebox is silent as Roberts puts his coffee mug 
down and rises to his feet. The CAMERA PANS HIM to 
the door and he goes out. Gus, Hedy, Joe and the other 
patrons of the place pay no attention to his departure. 
Hedy merely removes his empty coffee cup. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arrating) Then, too, there was Sue. 
| could never go to her with a thing like this hanging over my 
head. All | could do was pray she'd be happy . . . 


EXT. LAS VEGAS STREET - MEDIUM FULL SHOT - NIGHT 
SHOOTING TOWARD THE DINER, the CAMERA pho- 
tographs Roberts emerging. He slowly crosses the street 
to the wedding chapel, the CAMERA PANNING HIM. 
The street is lively with people and cars. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arra/ing) So here | am—one day 
in one place and the next day in someplace else . . . 


THE CAMERA TRUCKS IN ON ROBERTS as he pauses 
before the chapel, removes a battered cigarette from his 
pocket and puts it in his mouth. He strikes a match against 
the side of the building. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrafing) .. . beating out the hot 
stuff in crumby bars... 


Roberts lights the cigarette and walks O.S., the CAMERA 
HOLDING on the door of the wedding chapel. An instant 
later, the door opens and Sue, Verney, Dillon, Fred and 
Lew come out and stand on the steps. Sue does not look 
at all happy - just tired. 


VERNEY (Shaking hands first with Sue and then with 
Dillon) Goodbye, Mrs. Doolittle. Goodbye, Mr. Doolittle. I just 
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know you'll be a very happy pair. Do please drop me a line 
from time to time. I like to keep track of the parties | marry. 
It's my hobby. 


Verney goes O.S. through the door, closing it after him, 
and Lew and Fred murmur congratulations ad lib. 


EXT. STREET CORNER IN LAS VEGAS - MEDIUM 
CLOSE SHOT - TRUCKING - ROBERTS — NIGHT 
Roberts walks slowly and somewhat dazedly to the cor 
ner, the CAMERA TRUCKING. He has a cigarette in his 
mouth and a blank, defeated look in his eyes. He steps out 
into the roadway and starts across. There is a TERRIFIC 
SQUEAL OF BRAKES, and a car comes to a stop nota 
foot from Roberts. Roberts, however, does not react in 
the slightest. He does not even appear to hear the car. 


He keeps on walking slowly. Passersby turn to stare. 


EXT. WEDDING CHAPEL - GROUP SHOT - SUE, DI 
LON, LEW AND FRED - NIGHT 
As they all turn in the direction Roberts took. 


SUE (Nervously) What—what was that? 

DILLON | don't know... 

LEW Somebody must've got it, sure. 

FRED (Calling to a passerby, 0.8.) Hey, jack. Anybody hurt? 
PASSERBY’S VOICE (0..5.) Naw. Missed him by a mile. 


Just some dizzy hobo . . . 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. HIGHWAY —- MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT - TRUCKING 
ROBERTS -NIGHT 

Roberts is out on the highway now. He walks along the 
shoulder of the road, the CAMERA TRUCKING HIM. The 
SOUND of a car passing him at great speed COMES 
OVER, and Roberts turns to face CAMERA and thumbs. 
Ihe SOUND of the car dies away in the distance. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arra/ing) | keep trying to forget 
what happened—and wondering what my life might have 
been if that car of Haskell’s hadn't stopped . . . 





Ihe CAMERA STOPS TRUCKING AND PANS ROBERTS 
as he walks off down the road. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) But one thing | don't 


have to wonder about... 1 Avow. . . 


Roberts disappears into the blackness up the road, but his 


voice continues to come over scene. Now all that is framed is 
a stretch of lonely highway. half-masked by shadows. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (Narrating) Some day a car will stop 


to pick me up that I never thumbed . . . 


A POLICE CAR comes into the scene from BEHIND 
CAMERA and slowly drives off into the blackness in the 
same direction that Roberts took. Suddenly, in the dark- 
ness, the car's stop-light flashes on, and the CAMERA 
ZOOMS IN ON IT AND HOLDS. “STATE POLICE’ is 
clearly painted on the back of the car. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arras/ing) There's no way out, and 
I'm going to pay—but take it from me: Fate or Providence or 
some mysterious force can put the finger on you or on me tor 
no good reason at all. 


EXT. HIGHWAY - MEDIUM SHOT - POLICE CAR - NIGHT 
Iwo State Policemen leap from the car and seize Roberts. 
He offers no resistance. He looks resigned. 


OFFICER #1 All right, you. Get in. 
OFFICER #2 And be quick about it. You've led us a nice 


chase. 


Lhe cops shove Roberts into the car, then they get in, too 
one of them walking around the car and getting into the 
drivers seat. The car then describes a U-turn and disap 
pears in the direction from which it came. 


The CAMERA TILTS UP until it photographs a starless sky. 


ROBERTS’ VOICE (\arraling—a repeal) Yes, Fate or 
Providence or some mysterious force can put the finger on 
you or on me for no good reason at all . . . 


FADE OUT 
THE END 
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Martin Goldsmith, born in New York City in 1913, left 
high school when he was 15 years old. While hitchhiking 
and riding freights across the country — signaling the 
start of a lifelong interest in travel and exploration — he 
began writing and, by the early '30s, selling short stories 
to magazines like Script and Cosmopolitan. Goldsmith 
then spent a period of time in Mexico, where he wrote 
his first novel, Double Jeopardy. He returned with the 
manuscript to New York in 1938, and later that year the 
book was published by Macauley Publishers to favorable 
reviews. (Edgar Rice Burroughs, for one, called it “a swell 
yarn.”) Detour was Goldsmith's second novel, also pub- 
lished by Macauley in 1939, not long after the writer 
moved to Los Angeles. Increasingly intrigued with the 
idea of writing for film, Goldsmith took a job pulling nails 
out of sound-stage floors, spending his spare time 
observing the filmmaking process at first hand. It wasn’t 
until 1944, however, that Goldsmith began his screen- 
writing career. Martin Mooney, Detour’s associate pro- 
ducer, suggested to Goldsmith that he sell the novel’s 
film rights. Taking his advice, Goldsmith sold Detour to 
PRC, a well-known “B”-movie production house, with the 
understanding that he would be allowed to write the 
screenplay adaptation. The film, directed by Edgar 
Ulmer, was released in 1945. (See “Auteur Detour” on 
the following page.) 

That same year, Goldsmith met Estela Quinn. The two 
married shortly after, and spent a significant portion of 
the next several decades traveling in one of two surplus 
WWII planes Goldsmith had purchased after the war 
(both had pilot’s licenses). In between short- and long- 
term trips to Mexico (the couple lived in a cave on the 
Baja Peninsula for five months), Europe, Central and 
South America and the Arctic Circle, Goldsmith would 
write screenplays — “just to meet expenses,” in his own 
words. His scripts include Shakedown, Blind Spot, Mis- 
sion Over Korea, Cast a Long Shadow and The Narrow 
Margin, for which he received an Academy Award nomi- 
nation (for story) in 1952. Goldsmith also wrote a num- 
ber of scripts for television, including episodes of “The 
Twilight Zone,” “Gunsmoke” and “Playhouse 90,” and 
published two other novels, Shadows at Noon, in 1943, 
and The Miraculous Fish of Domingo Gonzalez, in 1950. 

In 1965, he gave up writing for film and television - 
which he deemed “most unsatisfactory” — altogether, 
focusing his attention on novels and theater. His play 
Night Shift opened Off-Broadway in 1977 with Rip Torn 
in the lead role. In 1982, while writing “Mirror Image,” 
an unfinished novel composed of one unbroken para- 
graph, Goldsmith underwent heart-bypass surgery; 
several years later, he suffered a debilitating stroke. 
Although he was no longer able to travel, he continued 
writing until his death on May 24, 1994. He is survived 
by his wife, Estela, and his stepson, Raoul De La Sota. 
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AUTEUR DETOUR 


When film historians speak of Detour, they invariably credit 
director Edgar G. Ulmer for the film’s perverse and poetic style. 
Its sparse, grim mise-en-scene, its bleak sense of character des- 
tiny—these elements have been described as “signature” Ulmer. 
Deemed a cult “B” film and a classic film noir, and selected for 
entry into the National Film Registry in 1989, Defour sustains a 
reputation that extols the creative talents of its director—at the 
expense of its true auteur, writer Martin Goldsmith. 

“Martin Goldsmith’s script is a model of film narrative pared 
down to essentials,” stated critic Vincent Canby in a 1989 New 
York Times article on film noir (one of the rare instances in 
which some credit is given to Goldsmith). “It is short, concise, 
rich in character and almost viciously detached from the grim 
events it relates.” “Pared down to essentials” is a particularly apt 
description for this screenplay, as it was carefully 
adapted by Goldsmith from his 1939 novel of the 
same name after he had sold the rights (on the con- 
dition that he would write the script) to “B”-movie 
mainstays Producers Releasing Corporation (PRC) 
in 1944. A discussion of the relationship between 
novel and script (and of both to the finished film) 
makes a strong case for Goldsmith's rightful 
claim to Defour’s authorship. 

Published in 1939 by Macaulay Company 
Publishers in New York, Detour—Gold- 
smith’s second novel—enjoyed consider- 
able critical and popular success. New York 
Times reviewer F. T. Marsh called Defour 
“a red-hot fast-stepping little number, 
recommended as a minor item to 
collectors of James M. Cainiana.” Like 
the film, the novel tells the story of a 
down-on-his-luck drifter—a musician by trade— 
hitchhiking to Los Angeles to meet his fiancée, Sue. An affluent 
but ailing man named Charles Haskell gives him a lift, then 
promptly dies, whereupon he meets more trouble—in the form 
of a femme fatale named Vera. 

Although Goldsmith had to cut substantial amounts of infor- 
mation from the novel for the screenplay—common practice 
for any film adaptation—the alterations he made to the materi- 
al he retained in the transition prove particularly interesting. 
These range from the seemingly minor, such as the “de-ethni- 
cization” of the protagonist's name from Alex Roth to Al 
Roberts, to larger issues concerning structure and tone. 

Perhaps Goldsmith's most effective maneuver during the 
adaptation process was in converting the book's first-person nar- 
ration (shared between Alex Roth and Sue, in alternating chap- 
ters) into a singular use of Al Roberts’ voiceover in the script. 
This technique, a convention of pulp crime novels of the era, was 
also being used in the developing film noir genre. But Goldsmith 
took the device one step further: instead of having the story 


















begin, as it does in the novel, with the protagonist being picked 
up by Haskell, Goldsmith opens the script with Roberts—wan- 
dering the outskirts of Las Vegas—already near the end of his 
trip. The screenplay then proceeds through a series of subjective 
flashbacks, often sparked in Roberts’ mind by the appearance on 
the soundtrack of his and Sue’s song, “Sophisticated Lady.” The 
effect is almost claustrophobic—we' re only allowed to experi- 
ence the story through Roberts’ often fevered memories, adding 
a decidedly surreal dimension to the script and resultant film. 

As dramatically important as Goldsmith’s use of first-person 
narration was, it was also extremely economical, inexpensively 
facilitating scene transitions as well as conveying information 
otherwise too costly to shoot. Goldsmith was aware from the 
beginning that he was writing within the confines of “B”-movie 
parsimony: In a later interview, he remarked, “Film noir, film 
schnar. The whole idea was film cheap.” ‘To that end, he wrote a 
number of scenes which allowed for the use of stock shots, as 
well as directions which were consistently sensitive to budgetary 
restrictions. For instance, early on in the film, as 

Roberts and Sue walk along a snow- 
covered Chelsea street, Goldsmith 
describes a scene progression in which 
jump cuts are punctuated by close-ups 
of street signs on lampposts, and “Ex- 
cept for the large circle of light under the 
lamppost, all is in shadow.” (The film 
replicates these scenes almost literally: in 
fact, in Canby’s aforementioned article, 
credit is mistakenly given to Ulmer for mak- 
ing the audience believe Sue and Al are walk- 
ing along a city street only by providing “the 
periodic sightings of lampposts.” ) 

Budget, however, was not the only constraint— 
Goldsmith also had to deal with the sticky matter 
of moral tone. The writer, who had obviously had 

much more leeway when writing the novel, had to 
finesse a number of subtle changes that would enable 
his screenplay to conform to the strict, often arbitrary 
requirements of the Hays Code, which determined the limits to be 
observed by the motion picture industry in its depiction of sexu- 
al, social and criminal behavior. When Roberts rolls Haskell’s 
body into a ditch, for instance, the script reads: “WARNING: A Hays 
Office memo forbids a shot of Roberts removing wallet from 
Haskell’s pocket. It is imperative that Haskell’s body be 0.5.” 

In deference to the Code, the characters in Goldsmith’s 
screenplay are slightly more clean-living than their counterparts 
in the novel who engage in casual sex—Alex not only sleeps 
with Vera, he contemplates a one-night stand with a stranger at 
the motel he stays at the night Haskell is killed—and drug use. 
Haskell, for instance, smokes marijuana in the bock, and is 
referred to at one point by Roth as “a tea-hound.” 

In the novel's final pages, the reader re-encounters Koth, sur- 
viving hand-to-mouth: “I keep trying to forget what happened— 
and I have, almost—except that once in awhile I wonder what 

















might have been if that damned gray roadster hadn't stopped. 
And when I start wondering —well, sometimes I want to curse 
and sometimes | want to cry. Dramatics, buddy? No, sir. No dra- 
matics. God or Fate or some mysterious force can put the finger 
on you or on me for no good reason at all.” 

Although that last line also closes the film, the context is 
quite different. As Goldsmith remembered in a recent “American 
Cinema” program on film noir, such an amoral ending would 
not do for Hollywood. “There is somebody who has actually 
killed somebody, and what is he doing? He's hitchhiking around. 
He's not in jail!” Without the clear implication at the end of the 
shooting script that Roberts was headed for prison, it would not 
have received the Hays Office Seal of Approval. So Goldsmith 
“put in just a few lines.” Hence, the final scene of Roberts’ get- 
ting picked up by the police car, over which we hear him saying, 
“Someday, a car will stop to pick me up that I never thumbed.” 

It’s important to note that only upon the script’s completion 
was Ulmer chosen and hired as director—the typical procedure 
for films of this type from this period. Rather than engaging in a 
development process with the writer, resulting in another draft 
reflecting his input, Ulmer was expected to work with the 141- 
page shooting script given to him. This accounts for the precision 
of Goldsmith’s script, which includes everything from sound- 
track cues to process screens to shot/reverse-shot combinations. 
For an early scene in the diner, for instance, he not only specifies 
the type of shot (MED. CLOSE) to be used, but goes on to suggest 
mise-en-scéne: “Roberts’ ragged condition can be emphasized 
here by having the CAMERA SHOOT OVER his ripped jacket.” 

Apparently to save time and money, Ulmer used numerous 
tracking shots as opposed to the multitude of camera angles in 
the script. For scenes such as that featuring Roberts’ and Vera’s 
initial conversation in Haskell’s car, the dominant camera posi- 
tion is the two shot. Also, there are virtually no montage sequences 
(particularly ones that suggest transition) in the finished film, 
and even the handful of establishing shots suggested in the 
screenplay are omitted. 


A DANGEROUS MAN 


Martin Goldsmith gave up screenwriting in the mid-'60s to 
devote his energies to novels and plays, as well as to extended 
travel and, significantly, political activism. The following 
(an excerpt from his unpublished memoirs) was written on the 
eve of his and his wife's participation in a 1963 Peace Walk 
in Las Vegas to protest underground nuclear-weapons testing. 


“| don’t think it’s as important to get rich as it is to be part of 
the history that’s being made right around us, and this | 
intend to do. So it really doesn’t matter whether | don’t 
work in television or films again. There are people who 
might have liked to do what | did and yet somehow feel they 
can't give up their job, or they know they will lose their job 
if they do. | think people are too much afraid of these 
things. . . . [At one time] | was living in Mexico, because it 
was very cheap living, and | was writing a novel. Columbia 


As far as dramatic material is concerned, most of the sub- 
stantial number of scenes in this script that were cut from the 
film supplied background information about secondary charac- 
ters, like the regulars in the Las Vegas diner—Verney, Lew, Fred 
and Hedy—or the preacher from the wedding chapel next door. 
The entire subplot of Sue marrying Dillon in the chapel while 
Roberts drinks his coffee next door was also cut from the film, 
saving a substantial amount of running time. 

Not surprisingly, the bulk of the differences between the shoot- 
ing script published here and the finished film seemed to have to 
do with budgetary concerns. The film has often been cited as an 
example of low-budget—or “no-budget,” as Goldsmith pegged it 
—filmmaking at its most extreme (some estimates suggest the 
film cost only $30,000). Goldsmith, who was on the set during 
production, remarked: “We had seven days to shoot the damn 
thing. This wasn’t just a cheap movie, this was the cheapest 
movie ever made! That's what I’m the most proud of.” 

Edgar Ulmer is justly regarded as an important filmmaker, 
with a long career full of directing highlights. His contributions 
to Detour are certainly important—indeed, essential—but only 
a slavish devotion to the director-as-auteur theory, combined 
with a paucity of information, would allow for the view that 
Detour is the work of anyone other than Martin Goldsmith. As 
C.R. Portz notes in his essay, “The Working Class in Film Noir”: 


Goldsmith was from New York City, Ulmer from Vienna. Ulmer was a 
set director, Goldsmith, a novelist. Ulmer spoke very poor English, 
Goldsmith was a fast-talking, cynical New Yorker. Goldsmith was hang- 
ing out with other writers such as John Fante, Jim Thompson, and 
James Cain. Ulmer was making musicals. If Ulmer had been the con- 
trolling force on Detour, it would have been an entirely different film. 


In 1992, actress Ann Savage gave an interview in which she 
talked about the film. Praised for her portrayal of Vera, she said, 
“I must also give Martin Goldsmith credit. . . . It was all there in 
the script.” —AG 


sent for me to come up and fix a script that they were in 
trouble on, and since we were so low in funds | thought that 
I'd better do it. So | came up and read the script, and [Harry] 
Cohn asked what | thought of it and | said, “| would rather 
ask you how much money you have tied up in it.” And this 
got him very much upset. I'd never met him before. Any- 
way, | told him the truth about it. Later, he told me, “You 
know, you are the most dangerous man | ever met.” And | 
said, “The least dangerous man you ever met. | have noth- 
ing, what can | do to harm you?” He said, “You are the most 
dangerous man | have ever met because you have nothing 
to lose. | can’t do anything to you. Nothing!” And | said, 
“That's true, you can fire me from this job and I'll be very 
glad to take the money that you already owe me now and 
go back to where | was before.” He said, “That's exactly what 
I'm talking about.” So you see, the deeper you get into the 
net - the more material possessions you pile up — the more 
of a slave you become?’ 
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Paul Attanasio 

Continued from page 51 

step over a line of sentimentality. It was my idea, so if it does, | 
can only blame myself. 


Another invention: it’s suggested in the script (and spelled 
out in a cutaway in the film) that the reason the King’s 
Court was raided by police was because of a secret alliance 
between Santo Trafficante and Sonny Red, which was not the 
case in real life. It's a bit confusing, though, because we are 
also led to believe it’s because Richie didn't pay off the police. 


The thing is, this is the kind of movie where character is plot. 
Mike, in his Canterbridgian articulate way, said, “It’s a movie 
where character development has to do the work of plot.” And 
| think it does that very successfully. Unfortunately, though, 
you are left with these kind of plot elements that are clumsily 
handled, and trying to sew the Florida stuff into the Sonny Red 
stuff is along those lines. | mean, it’s fine, because it’s inciden- 
tal, but sometimes it’s a little clumsy because it isn’t where any 
of the energy was going. 


There's one pretty aggressive fictional maneuver on your 
part, and that’s the idea of having Pistone squirrel away 
$300,000 of the mob’s money in his house. In the book, be 
seems to account for every dime he’s taken as an undercover 
agent, and reports sending everything he got back to the FBI. 


Well, when he was starting out, he’d get swag from the FBI and 
then use it to ingratiate himself with wiseguys; it was pretty 
straightforward. But I don’t think he could have gotten to where 
he ended up unless he was making money and using the ill- 
gotten gains to further his Mafia business. I don’t believe for a 
second he kept any of it, but I do believe he was using his Mafia 
business to build his Mafia business. You know, in the book they 
keep saying, “Donnie’s a good earner”"—that was his thing. 


You said Pistone read the script: be didn't mind those kinds 
of things? 


No, he was fine with the fictionalization. 


That conceit with the money leads us into the film’s conclu- 
sion—where Donnie is pulled out by force at the last minute 
by the FBI after almost participating in a hit (and being 
targeted himself). In reality, Pistone never lost touch with the 
FBI, and it was apparently a mutual decision of bis and bis 
superiors at the Bureau to end the operation. 


The truth of the situation is that there was a war within that 
branch of the Mafia, so the way it’s set up is accurate: because 
he was close to Sonny Black, he would have been a plausible guy 
to hit. It’s also true that he and Lefty got the contract to hit 
Bruno. I guess we just took it to its natural conclusion, which is 
him being taken out after the phone call from Lefty saying 
they'd found Bruno, rather than before, as it actually happened. 


Well, it’s clear that, although Donnie was never in a situation 
in which Lefty was pointing a gun at him, Lefty did indeed 


have mounting suspicions about him—owing to things like 
his discovering that “The Left Hand” was a Federal boat. 


Right. It didn’t happen in quite as dramatic fashion in real life, 
but the basic underpinnings of it were there. Again, what was so 
interesting about Donnie’s journey was that internally—in terms 
of his own character—and externally, the danger was not in 
failing but in succeeding. I mean, if he'd stayed in he'd probably 
be running the family by now. [laughs] Well, maybe not run- 
ning the family, but he could definitely have been a skipper. 


How did you come up with Donnie’s highly entertaining ex- 
position regarding the many uses of “Fuggedaboudit"? 


That was just one of the phrases I grew up with. I don’t know 
what the genesis of it was; it’s even beyond an Italian thing: it’s a 
New York Italian thing. 


Did you use the freeze-frame device in earlier drafts? That 
was a great element, which, like the inserts of the typewriter, 
really brought into relief the idea that everything we saw was 
being monitored and recorded by an entity outside of the world 
we were observing. 


There's something very predatory about the freeze frames which 
I liked. The feeling was similar to that in the scene where they're 
rearranging photographs on a wall, and someone puts a push 
pin through Lefty’s forehead. There's a kind of violence to the 
freeze frames that’s equivalent to the other violence we’ re wit- 
nessing, because you haven't seen it before. The picture's so 
fraught with violence that even things like that punctuate it. 


Before Mike Newell committed to direct Donnie Brasco several 
years ago, you had spent almost six years working on the 
screenplay. Could you talk about that process? 


| wrote the first draft back in July 1990. It went through this 
whole elaborate history. At one point, Stephen Frears was set to 
direct it with Tom Cruise and Al Pacino, and then GoodFellas 
came out, and Cruise and Pacino both got spooked, as did virtu- 
ally all of the talent—as if Scorsese somehow had a monopoly 
on the subject matter. The only people who weren't really wor- 
ried about that were Frears and Scorsese, who said to Frears, 
“This is a movie about relationships, and my movie's about the 
life. They're completely different.” But Frears couldn't cast it, so 
then it was sort of lying around, and different directors were 
sniffing around it, and I did all of these different drafts— 


Who were some of the other directors? 


| don’t even remember. Then I would periodically write another 
draft just to get it going again. I felt a real responsibility to Joe, 
because even though all the rest of us were going on our merry 
ways, he had only one life story, after all. And then finally, a few 
years ago, it circled back. What Frears kept saying to me in the 
intervening years was that it all depended on Al, and he was 
right. Al came back to it, and then there was the happy accident 
that Mike Newell—who eight years ago would not have been 
bankable for a $40-million movie—was suddenly an A-list 








director because of Four Weddings and a Funeral, and 
Johnny Depp—who was 24 years old when all of this started — 
was now a plausible father, a plausible leading man. Anyway, 
when I sat down with Mike and started working on the shooting 
script, we went back to that first script, because all the inter- 
vening scripts had really gone off in wrong directions. That first 
draft had all of the right architecture, which is not always true 
for me. Its approach and style were there; it was just missing 
some key scenes. 


Could you talk a bit more about working with Newell? 


Well, one thing is that these English directors are much less con- 
scious of Scorsese being this kind of example. The other great 
thing about many English directors is that they really are inter- 
ested in telling a story. Mike really liked this project for the rea- 
sons Barry liked it: it was about the foot soldiers of the Mafia as 
opposed to the Mandarins. Also, because of the fact that in Eng- 
land everything is about class, Mike saw it in class terms, which 
was a really strong directorial idea for this movie. And he was 
much more appreciative of the tragic dimension to this story, 
which has a certain literary quality that Mike was sensitive to. A 
lot of American directors want to make these “happy” movies. 


And what about the contributions of Pacino? 


He’s just such a magnificent actor that you couldn't enumerate 
everything he brought to the film. To start with, I've never 
enjoyed hearing my dialogue spoken as much as when I hear Al 
Pacino doing it. He’s so fully in command of all of his technique 
that it’s exhilarating. It’s like watching a champion squash 
player, who can put so many different spins on the ball. But the 
most significant thing he brought to the film was his courage to 
completely set aside his movie-star vanity and ego and play a 
loser, a schlemiel. That’s really what an actor's all about, as 
opposed to a movie star, and he is the consummate actor. Also, 
he has incredible regard for the text, which comes from his 
theater training. And he has real intelligence in terms of break- 
ing the text down and understanding it. I can’t say enough good 
things about him. 


Were some of the actors more inclined to ad-lib? 


Well, what happens is you get a bunch of these guys together, 
and they start to do a lot of that “yaddayaddafuckingyadda” 
that’s supposed to “naturalize” the dialogue, and it doesn’t; it 
just makes it all play longer. What's happened with a lot of 
actors—and I don’t blame the actors entirely for this, because 
they've probably worked with a lot of bad scripts—is that 
they've lost the ability to do dialogue. The only way they can 
animate 90 percent of the scripts they're doing is to do a lot of 
ad-libbing. Basically what would happen in this film is that they 
would add a lot of curse words, and then, in post, Mike would 
take them out. It was mostly in the group scenes, where a kind 
of—for lack of a better word—mob mentality took over. Most 
of it was cut out in editing, because what was intended to be a 
three-minute scene became a leaden five-minute scene. But all 


the scenes between Al and Johnny are really beautifully timed 
and played the way they were written. 


Were you on-set much? 


No. Aaron Sorkin said something that I thought really captured 
it: “Being a writer on the set is like being a hooker who's been 
fucked and paid and is waiting around for breakfast.” I don’t 
like being on the set; I feel like I'm going to get in the director's 
way. There's just not enough for me to do, and I’m not a relaxed 
person, so there’s no joy for me in standing around and eating 
pretzels off the food truck. I want to be doing something. I find 
that I can write much better in my home, where I have every- 
thing set up, and then fax it, rather than being on the set and 
writing on a laptop in somebody’s trailer. | mean, the director 
can still communicate to me what he needs. I pretty much insist 
on this, because another problem with being on-set is that 
you're available for the mischief of actors. They have too much 
time on their hands, and a lot of legitimate anxiety, and I think 
that breeds mischief. If the writer’s there, he or she will be cor- 
ralled into that. The director has the authority to discipline it. 
Same thing with editing? 

Yeah, I mean, I participated to a certain degree. The director and 
the editor, sitting there ten or twelve hours a day, are much more 
connected to it. They have it in their heads and in their hands. | 
mean, I can’t say I came up with any brilliant ideas on this, or 
Quiz Show, in post, both of which had really terrific eleventh- 
hour editing ideas that helped to squeeze the narrative down 
and sharpen things. I think Mike did a terrific job between the 
first assembly and the finished film. You know, he had the film 
in that first cut, but in terms of diamond-cutting, he did a really 
great job, in ways that were very surprising to me. 


There are a couple of scenes in the finished film that aren't 
in this shooting script. One is after the first montage which 
plays under Sister Sledge’s “Happiness,” when the crew has 
beaten up somebody who's leaning against a car, and then 
Sonny, agitated, turns back around and shoots him. Did 
you write that while they were shooting? 


No, I think they come up with that without me. I think Michael 
Madsen /Sonny/] was really feeling like he had to kill somebody, 
and then I think Mike realized that it would really help the story 
if Sonny was a really scary character—like Madsen could be 
any scarier than he already is. /laughs] That wasn’t my idea. 


There's another scene in the film in which Sonny Black and 
his crew are snubbed and mocked by Sonny Red and his 
gang in a club. Although that wasn't in this draft, there is a 
scene here that has a similar feel, in which the two Sonnys 
discuss “friends” in Florida in a veiled manner. 

That earlier scene is something they came up with on the set. 


Something unusual | noticed in reading the script against 
the film was that virtually all references in the dialogue to 
Lefty “schooling” Donnie in the ways of the Organization— 


183 


184 


and there are quite a few here—were lifted out of the 
finished film. Do you know why? That phrase was used by 
Pistone quite often in the book. 


That is a wonderful verb, isn’t it? I loved all that stuff. I’m sur- 
prised by that; I think it must have just been coincidence. 


There's a humorous scene in which Paulie walks Lefty’s lion 
outside of the club, and it attempts to take a leak on Sonny’ 
Mercedes. Was it cut for time? 


No, what happened was, in previews we discovered that a little 
bit of the lion went a long way. If you had too much of the lion, 
none of it worked; people thought they were seeing a Bill 
Murray movie—it didn’t seem real. That scene where they’ re 
feeding the lion the hamburgers is really good, and in order to 
save that, everything else had to go; then the audience would 
accept it as “real.” 


The other scene with the lion—awhere we see it briefly in the 
cage outside of King’s Court—uwas an effective addition. In 
actual fact, a few guys from Sonny's crew ended up chain- 
ing it to a bench in Queens, and the police picked it up (it 
apparently made the tabloids). Showing it in the cage outside 
the “King’s Court” in Miami, in a very haggard state, served 
as a very strong visual metaphor for the status of these lower- 
level wiseguys. 


That was Mike, actually. He had this idea of cutting from the 
lion in the cage to Sonny in prison. 


Another minor, but significant, deletion: in this script, after 
the scene in the Japanese restaurant, Donnie returns to his 
apartment and listens to the Nagra tape of the maitre d’ 
being beaten, then pulls the tape out of the cassette and takes 
it over to the stove, burning it in a saucepan. The last part of 
that scene—the destruction of the tape—was cut out of the 
film. Do you know why? 


I don’t know why they did that. I thought the deceit was 
important there, actually. The main thing, of course, is him 
having to listen to it. 


There are several scenes that take place in Miami at the Tabi- 
tian Motel that were cut from the film; one in which Sonny 
becomes livid when Donnie won't tell him what he and Lefty 
are doing at King’s Court, and the second when Lefty gets 
furious with Donnie for the practical joke concerning the air 
conditioning (which Pistone actually talks about in his 
book). Do you miss them? 


They were shot. Florida was just too long. They were away 
from New York for too long a time. What Mike did in post was to 
distill the Florida sequence down to a simple idea: Lefty had a 
dream of going down there, and not only was that taken away 
from him, but Donnie was taken away from him as well. And 
that’s what the action of that sequence is about; everything else 
fell away. 


Are you happy with the response to the film? 


There are two things about this film: one is that it was really 
emotional for people because it sneaks up on them, which | 
think is a good lesson for screenwriters or filmmakers in gen- 
eral. A lot of filmmakers have come out of this kind of George 
Lucas school, where you have to grab the audience and shake 
them upside-down every ten minutes, and I don’t think that’s 
necessary. This film stands for the opposite: letting the film 
unfold. There are real pleasures to traditional narrative, and 
that kind of nervous storytelling—‘“I don’t wanna lose my 
audience, I don’t wanna lose my audience” —prohibits you 
from achieving the effect this film has, which is that sneaky 
kind of power. 

The other thing which is interesting about the reception of 
the film is that women really liked it, which is very unusual for 
a Mafia movie. The core audience was still guys, but women 
enjoyed it, too, and there’s something kind of nice about that. 
You know, the feminist revolution has not wrought al! the 
benefits it was supposed to in terms of movies: you have all 
these women studio heads, and for the most part al! they've 
done is proven they can make the same stupid movies as the 
men. In Donnie Brasco, there’s something interesting about 
guys in this kind of macho gangster environment who have torn 
feelings and moral conflicts and things that men are not sup- 
posed to have. So that was rewarding to me, also. 


Well, you've also got a fairly complex, sympathetic woman 
character in the film whose perspective, | think, the audience 
can identify with. Did you get a chance to talk to Maggie Pis- 
tone at length? 


Yeah. I think she had her own kind of toughness, and courage, 
in terms of taking a bad situation and making the best of it. 
She also had those traditional virtues: she loved her husband, 
believed in him. 

Actually, there was a third thing that I found really rewarding 
as well. You know, I'd done Quiz Show, in which everyone was 
so smart they were really stupid, and this was about a bunch of 
stupid guys who were actually very shrewd. That's what’s so 
interesting about Lefty's blind spot; you know, it’s so much a 
creation not only of his desperation but his love for Donnie. 
‘Cause he’s not a “mutt,” as he puts it, but he becomes one 
because he loves this guy. Quiz Show and Donnie Brasco are 
like companion pieces. 


In his review of the film in The New Yorker, Anthony Lane 
talks about the “Attanasio principle that a character is all 
cracks and crevices... that open up between what a man is 
and the manner in which he announces himself to the 
world.” What's your response to that? 


I thought it was really interesting. Everybody out here hates the 
media and hates movie critics, but I find that with good critics 
you often learn something about yourself. If you actuaily tried 
to illustrate a certain principle, you'd never be able to write. You 
have to be in a state where that critical side of you is submerged 








into something that’s closer to taste than judgment, in terms of 
the psychology you need to create. So when I read that, I learned 
something about what I do. I mean, it’s a really interesting idea 
that there's a gap between who you are and how you announce 
yourself to the world—or I would even add, how you announce 
yourself to yourself. 

He was also saying there's comedy in that, which I agree 
with. There's just something really funny about the fixes we all 
continue to get ourselves into, often due to not knowing—or 
not being able to know—who we are. Both Quiz Show and 
Donnie Brasco start with a sort of comic premise that goes con- 
tinually deeper and darker. I like that movement; it feels more 
real to me to start out with something that’s funny and fast-— 
that has a kind of attractive surface—and get the audience 
that way and then go with it. But again, | feel that way about 
life, too: all of these things do seem sort of amusing from the 
outside. Once the audience is along for the ride, though, they 
aren't on the outside anymore, and then you remind them that 
they're not that amusing, after all. And then they're really 
empathizing with your characters. Anyway, that’s a long way of 
saying I’m really glad I have a “principle.” I'll make sure to put 
it on my business card. 


(The interview with Paul Allanasio was conducted by Tod Lippy 
at Allanasio’s home in Los Angeles.) 
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like a tableau—was cut from the finished film, which opens 
with the shot of the two policemen laughing in the helicopter, 
the second scene here. It contains a line of description about 
the doctor—gazing “into his soul where there is nothing to 


I never shot that. It was necessary for the script, but didn’t seem 
to be needed in the film. 


What about the scene in which the electricity man comes to 
read the meter at Théo’s apartment? 


That scene was a total failure during the shooting. Alex and 
Richard were very good, but the kid was a real problem that day, 
and we lost time and the light shifted, and we were late on 
schedule, so I always hated that scene. 


What happened to the scene in which Daiga walks into the 
hotel room with Camille and Raphaél, and discovers them 
sleeping in bed? 


That wasn’t shot. I didn’t feel I needed it, especially with the 
other scenes in the room, like when she sees him talking to the 
other maids, or when she cleans it later on and looks at all of 
his photographs. 


There was a wonderful scene in a bar with Raphaél and a 
character named “Alpha,” who gives a long speech about 
faith, among other things. Was it shot? 





This one is very sad for me. It was cut because we were behind 
schedule. 


In the film, Daiga walks into a porn cinema early on, and, 
after watching the movie for a few seconds, starts laughing 
hysterically. It's a great scene, but very different from the one 
in the script, where she gets treated to a long, sordid mono- 
logue from one of the patrons, who then takes her out for 
dinner. What happened there? 


I love that scene. This was impossible. It was all shot, cut—even 
mixed—but everybody asked me to cut this scene and the one 
with the doctor and Camille making love. Nobody was comfort- 
able with those scenes: “This is horrible, disgusting.” It was not 
like I was surrendering to the power of money or anything, it’s 
just that the film was too long. 


It's very funny, as written here, because Daiga has absolute- 
ly no idea of what the man’s saying, even though he thinks 
she does. 


Well, as I said, Katerina Golubova didn’t speak any French, so 
before the scene was shot I told her what he was saying. We did 
four takes, and each time he was asking her about the blow job, 
she would giggle like crazy. But in a naive way. 


Is that what happened in the porn-thealer scene you decided 
fo use in the film? 


Well, she was giggling all the time, actually, so yeah, we used 
one of those takes. 


There's a scene in this script where Théo and Alice have din- 
ner with Alice’s parents; in the film, it’s just her mother who 
comes over to the apartment. 


Well, Alice was supposed to be, like, 19, and Mona was around 
30, so it seemed ridiculous to have a scene in which her parents 
come over for dinner. So we just switched it to her mother, which 
seemed more believable. 


There are two points in this script where you and Jean-Pél 
wrote in italicized passages of various images of the West 
Indies, but they never made it into the movie. What hap- 
pened there? 


Les images de isle. | had this dream that | would have time to 
go to the islands and shoot some images of the Caribbean, but 
we didn’t have enough money to do it, unfortunately. 


There's another scene in which the doctor comes home after 
he’s visited Camille and is greeted by a Sri Lankan servant. 


That was shot, but cut. I liked this scene very much, and it 
stayed in until the final cut. 


So it was cut for time. 


Yeah. Everybody thought the film was too long. It was about two 
hours. At the time, Bruno and I felt it should be shorter. Maybe 
today we'd do it differently. 
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What about the scene at the very end where Théo meets up 
with his father outside of the police station? That's definitely 
not in the movie. 


| shot that scene and then I cut it, because I felt that maybe it 
was better to have him walking alone. It was enough. 


Paulin was an actual transvestite, but in the film, Camille 
doesn't dress up in drag completely, and is obviously meant 
fo be seen as a man. Was that your decision or Richard’s? 


The thing is, Paulin was a drag queen in a nightclub in the 
beginning of the ’80s, but this film is not a “period movie.” So 
in 1993, in which we were setting it, this nightclub still existed, 
but it was completely out of fashion. So I went to visit a few 
other places that might work. There was one in particular, that 
was like a jail, very much inspired by Jean Genet, which was 
actually closed down by the police just before we started shoot- 
ing. In that place, a drag queen would not be the right thing, so 
we went looking for something that would be invented for that 
place, that would be both male and female. Richard and I sort 
of choreographed the scene together and came up with what we 
wanted: no falsies, long nails, the band in the hair—those 
kind of things. So he was also very male, with his wide shoul- 
ders, and this worked as something that was in-between, that 
was more in the spirit of the place. 


It felt more like a piece of performance art. 


Yeah, that's right. I told Richard that it should be a dance where, 
in one sense, he’s offering his body—dancing very close to the 
people in the club—but he had to seem tough enough so that 
they don’t dare touch him. 


You remarked somewhere else, “There's a moment in your 
life when you could be anything—even a criminal. It’s not 
in my history, but why it’s not 1 don't exactly know.” Could 
you elaborate on that here? 


It's a long story, a lifetime story. When I was a kid, I was 
always asking my father and mother, “Would you still love me 
if | was in jail?” I was obsessed with this. “If 1 was a grownup, 
and in jail, would you come visit me? Would you still care for 
me?” They kept telling me, “What a silly question! You will 
never be in jail.” And I'd say, “How do you know? I could end 
up a thief, or a murderer; you don’t know. How can you bet on 
me like that?” | wanted them to swear that they would come 
and see me in jail if I ever did anything bad. It was very 
important to me; I'd wake up in the middle of the night 
thinking about it. 

Whenever | read in the newspaper about this or that 
murderer, everyone who's interviewed says, “He seemed like 
such a nice guy.” And inevitably the reporters will speak with 
his relatives, and the mother or brother or whoever will 
always say, “Oh, he was so gentle, so nice.” It’s almost never 
the case where people say, “Yeah, we could tell he was a mur- 
derer.” It’s very rare. 

This was certainly the case with Paulin. Everybody I spoke to 


who knew him said the same thing. Oh, by the way, Line 
Renaud, who plays Ninon in the film, had actually met him. As 
| said, | wanted her to play the part of Ninon, and sent her the 
script. When she called me, she asked, “Claire, is this script 
inspired by /'affaire Paulin?” | said it was, and she said, “Did 
you know I met him?” It turns out he came to her office once, 
wanting a job on a revue she was putting together. “He was so 
nice. He stayed the entire day in the office with my mother.” She 
started laughing. “After he was arrested, | told my mother, ‘You 
were lucky, Mom.’” 


That parallels Ninon’s situation in the script: she, too, bas a 
mother who is left alone with Camille. 


That's Line’s real mother. I had written the part of the mother 
without knowing this story, and then Line asked, “Who's going 
to be my mother in the movie?” And I said, “I don’t know, we 
haven't cast it yet.” She said, “My mother’s dream is to be in a 
movie before she dies.” So I put her in it. 

Anyway, the idea behind the film was to try and capture 
that feeling you have when you read about a criminal in one 
of those newspaper accounts, and you see the picture of the 
guy, and read what the neighbors said, and you start thinking, 
“What happened to this guy? What went wrong in the process 
of his life? When did the line between good and evil become so 
slippery for him?” 


This kind of subject matter seems perfect for the suspense 
film genre; did you ever consider treating it in that way? 


You know, maybe I’m wrong—and maybe | won't do it 
again—but I’m happy I treated it this way this time, without 
suspense. After we finished the first draft, I sent it to a very 
famous screenwriter in France, who said, “Claire, you must be 
crazy. You've got to put the murder at the beginning, so that we 
know what’s going on, and we'll be frightened from the very 
start.” And this writer is someone | really respect—he’s a 
friend—and | began to think, “Maybe I’m blind.” I spoke to 
Jean-P6l, also. But it seemed unfair to the spirit of the movie. 
The first murder scene, we felt, really had to be after the first 
act. That way, there would be no opportunity for the audience 
to look at him any differently. Then, when the first murder 
scene is onscreen, it really is, at least for me, cold. It’s like a 
real murder. 


Well, you're seeing someone you've gotten to know a litile bit 
commit it, which is very disorienting. 


That scene, by the way, I did deliberately shoot in a suspenseful 
way: they enter the yard with a tracking shot, the trees moving, 
the sound of the steps, the elevator. That kind of thing. But if 
this had occurred at the opening of the movie, Camille would 
never have had a chance to be looked at as a human being, just 
as a killer. 


That scene is even more traditionally suspenseful in this ver- 
sion of the script, because the delivery boy knocks on the door 
while Camille and Raphaél are still in the apartment. 








Yes. I changed that because I wanted them to actually see the 
delivery guy coming up the stairs as they were coming down; 
that would give them the idea to help older women carry up 
their groceries as a way of getting into their apartments. Also, it 
relates directly to that next scene, when Raphaél helps the lady 
with her groceries. 


That brings up another interesting point: you have the two 
murder scenes, both in the script and the film, occurring one 
after the other. Why did you decide to do that? 


I knew from the very beginning that I wanted to have two 
murders taking place close together, so the idea of repetition is 
there. But only at the end, when the cop reads off the list of all 
of Camille’s victims, do we get a real sense of the scope of his 
crime. Jean-P6l and | had a long discussion about that. | 
thought maybe we could treat it like music: you repeat a note, 
and then it’s a leitmotif. Then you don’t have to repeat the 
whole thing again. I think it’s much more effective to have the 
judge reading off the names at the end, with Camille nodding 
for each one. 


This film’s entire structure is unconventional, especially for 
its subject matter: rather than moving in a linear fashion, it 
is much more like a mosaic, whose parts don't really add up 
to a whole until the film is over. 


For this story, yes, | couldn’t imagine treating it in a linear 
way. During the research, | also met with the psychiatrist who 
treated Paulin after he was arrested, as well as the one who was 
enlisted by the court to decide whether he was criminally 
insane or not. One of them was sure he was responsible and 
aware of what he was doing, but the other was undecided. | 
couldn't make up my mind. And that’s when I came up with 
the idea of the perfect stranger—the girl from nowhere. Like 
her, | would never know. Even the police were mystified by his 
motives. In his deposition, he just gave the plain facts, he never 
said, “I hate old ladies,” or “I needed the money.” Actually, the 
dialogue in that scene in the film—‘the world’s gone 
crazy” —is exactly what he said when he was arrested. He gave 
absolutely no explanation. 

His lover, however, freaked out, and said he was basically 
innocent, that he’d been beaten up by Paulin repeatedly. He said 
Paulin was a demon, the devil. He fell into a very religious kind 
of thing. Interestingly, when the film was released, the guy’s 
lawyer contacted us and said she'd like to see the movie and 
show it to him. He apparently liked the film very much, because 
he said it showed clearly that the Camille character was “the 
devil.” And I told the lawyer that that’s not exactly what the film 
is saying, it’s more like he was just a lost guy. But he saw what 
he wanted to see, | think. 


This film also evokes the state of flux—the enormous amount 
of energy—pariicular to a large cily. You've written scene 
after scene with garbage being dumped and picked up, utili- 
lies workers reading meters—people engaged in various 
tasks specific to their small but significant roles in this urban 





macrocosm. Was that something you wanted to explore here? 


Maybe it’s because I never think of myself as a city person, 
because I didn’t grow up in a big city. | mean, | live in Paris, but 
I don’t consider myself a Parisian. | think, being an outsider, 
| probably described the city in a very naive way, focusing on 
these kinds of things, like Daiga. But I love cities. I used to live 
in a district in the north of Paris, where there are a lot of cloth- 
ing manufacturers. At night, when the sweatshops would close, 
the garbage cans on the streets below would be filled up with 
these pieces of clothes: one sleeve, a collar, various other rem- 
nants. And before the garbage truck came there would be a 
crowd of people, like a silent army, who would gather up this 
piece and that piece. Nothing was wasted. 


Well, another one of your concerns is depicting members of 


the underclass, particularly immigrants, who exist on a level 
“below” that of mainstream, “official” culture. I'm thinking 
of the first scene in Nénette et Boni, where someone is trying 
fo sell stolen lottery tickets to a crowd of Middle-Eastern 
immigrants. 


Well, I think there was a time when the different immigrant 
communities integrated better. Now they don’t. People are 
“loose,” existing within their own language and their own 
culture, but they don’t have the structure of a culture strong 
enough. Especially people from the French Caribbean Islands. 
They are French—they have French identity cards—but they 
are not from France. They are loose people. 


Have you seen Nashville? 
Yes. 


Did its subject—several days in the life of a city in which 
people keep crossing paths, often unwittingly—have any 
influence on | Can't Sleep? 


I'm interested in that kind of film—that goes back and forth 
between characters. It’s funny, because Short Cuts was released 
while we were editing. | was amazed by that film. Raymond 
Carver is a writer I've always liked a lot, because if you read a 
bunch of his short stories in a row, it gives you a feeling of — 
I'm limited with my English vocabulary here—brotherhood, | 
think. This accumulation of stories, all these little parts of life, 
they're all familiar to you. 


The cumulative effect of the “little parts of life” is certainly 
central to your films. 


But I’m interested now in changing, maybe doing a genre film, 
just to change. It’s good to do a film a certain way when you 
really feel there is no other way, but when it becomes a habit— 
a “style” — it’s dangerous. When I did / Cant Sleep, | had no 
other way. 

(The interview with Claire Denis was conducted by Tod Lippy 
in New York City and Philadelphia, where her work was the sub- 
ject of a retrospective at the 1997 Philadelphia Festival of World 
Cinema.) 
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Robert Gordon 
Continued from page 131 
relationship. | think some people thought it might be too creepy 
or odd, but I always felt it was endearing, in the sense that here 
was this character who was steadfastly using the tools at his 
disposal to keep some grasp on an unpleasant situation. And it 
gives Maggie a great opportunity to come in and take one look 
at all of his notes, charts, etc. and say, “You're nuts.” All this got 
cut back a bit, but the idea’s still there. 

One thing that never was challenged, I’m glad to say, was the 
camera obscura. That was there from the very beginning. 


How did you come up with that? 


There’s a camera obscura in Santa Monica that I used to go 
visit as a kid. It’s in a little room in this recreation center near 
the beach, a magical little place. Its lens, which is turned with 
a big captain's wheel, projects the image of what's happening 
outside on this large disk in the center of the room. Nobody was 
ever in there, but it totally captivated me as a kid, particularly 
with my interest in science. So when I wrote this, I didn’t write 
it “around” the camera obscura, but when I was thinking 
about how Sam was going to spy into the loft—I had him 
looking through a telescope initially—it quickly sprang into 
my mind to use the camera obscura. And it made so much 
sense, because what Sam wants more than anything else is to 
be “with” Linda, to have her in the room with him. The tech- 
nology just made sense. 


You spoke about Maggie's “arsenal”; how did you devise all 
of these unlikely methods by which she could wreak revenge 
on Anton? Were they all in the first draft? 


They were there very early on, from the spec script. Sometimes | 
find that when I write something that I’m a little embarrassed 
about, it turns out to be the stuff I end up liking the best. This 
was like that. | needed to have Maggie come up with ways to 
get Anton that were so ludicrous they'd be hard for Linda to 
believe. | mean, I could just have Maggie smear lipstick on 
Anton’s collar, but that could be too easily explained. And obvi- 
ously, the more crazy things happen to him, the harder it is for 
Linda to believe him. In some earlier drafts there were a few 
other steps; I think they put lipstick on a horse in Central Park 
at one point, that kind of thing. That stuff was never chal- 
lenged during the years of development, because the producers 
had a similar sense of the absurd, and appreciated the quirki- 
ness of it. But really, to me, there’s nothing quirky about it: the 
best plan was the silliest plan. 


While we're on the subject, how did you come up with the 
cockroach scene? 


Not work I’m particularly proud of. I wrote it really as a place- 
holder until | could think of something better. Eight years ago 
when I wrote it at least there weren't as many similar scenes in 
movies as there have been since, but still, not exactly clever stuff. 
Before shooting I finally came up with something | liked, some- 


thing that involved Sam using the camera obscura to project 
images on the wall of the kitchen. It was smarter and more in 
keeping with the movie but unfortunately was deemed too com- 
plicated to shoot. The irony is the cockroach scene is always a 
favorite with audiences, so go figure. 


| wanted to talk about a few of the scenes from earlier drafts 
you weren't able to keep, and why. There’ a scene in several 
of them in which Maggie and Sam are at the top of the 
Empire State Building, and Maggie tells Sam the specifics of 
why Anton left ber. 


In the earlier drafts, my idea was that Sam and Maggie would 
start out in this dark, miserable loft space, and slowly things 
would open up a littlek—they’d start to go out on the street a lit- 
tle bit and almost become tourists. Also, when I was a kid there 
was this little room at the very top of the Empire State Building 
where you'd get your picture taken against a fake backdrop of 
the New York skyline. It was the only place you could get a pro- 
fessional photograph taken. I thought that was so fantastic! I 
mean, you're on top of the Empire State Building and you're 
being photographed in front of a photograph of what is directly 
outside of the room. The whole fakeness of the reality of it mir- 
rored thematically what was going on in the movie. 


What about the scene in which Maggie, posing as an out-of- 
towner, goes over to the Lovenest and gets into a long, innuendo- 
strewn conversation with Linda about infidelity? 


| wish I had a good story about why it’s gone. I think it was one 
of those “Do we really need this?” situations. Actually, after that 
was dropped there was a feeling that maybe we'd lost too much 
of Maggie, so I wrote a scene where Linda comes back after she’s 
left Anton, and, feeling heartbroken, she climbs up to the top of 
the loft building and runs into Maggie, and they begin to talk 
about “the guy across the street.” There were actually several 
scenes I wrote with Linda and Maggie meeting, because the film 
sort of cries out for that combination to complete the symmetry. 
But I actually think it’s good to break that symmetry so it 
doesn’t begin to feel mechanical. 


Another very funny scene that never made it to production 
was the one in which Sam and Maggie, depressed after the 
cockroach scheme fails to pry Linda and Anton apart, man- 
age to cheer each other up in Central Park by coming up 
with other ridiculous methods of revenge, such as a “hickey 
machine,” or a small speaker attached to Anton’s collar 
which spouts out other women’s names when he’s having sex 
with Linda. 


Well, they're completely defeated at that point, but at the same 
time they're also rather unconsciously trying to come up with 
ways to continue their relationship. Everybody hated the infa- 
mous hickey machine. | actually wanted to write a whole scene 
with it at some point—it seemed perfectly in keeping with 
Sam’s interest in gadgetry, and I imagined a little remote-con- 
trol contraption with a bunch of small suction cups sneaking 








into Anton’s bedroom at night and quietly sucking little hickies 
on his neck. /laughs/ | still think it’s a good idea. 


In earlier drafts, the breakup scene between Sam and Linda 
is much different: they come very close to making love in 
Linda’s hotel room, and when Sam draws back, telling her 
about “the other woman,” she accepts it rather tenderly. Also, 
you have Maggie perched on the fire escape across the street 
from Linda’ hotel, watching the whole thing. 


That was cut, along with the earlier scene on the fire escape 
across from the hotel, in which Anton and Sam sit there watch- 
ing Linda dress. That latter one was a very difficult cut for me. | 
liked the fact that it mirrored the opening scenes with Sam 
watching Linda and Anton, because in this case, Linda is dress- 
ing for a date with Sam. It was delicious to have Sam see Anton 
going through the same sort of hell Anton had put him through 
earlier. But it was just a case of keeping the pace up near the 
end. In the third act, you really need to move it along. 


Let’s talk about the development process a little bit before get- 
ting into production. As you said, you optioned your spec 
script to Outlaw— 


Yes. Bobby Newmyer and Jeff Silver. 
Did they give you notes and ask for another draft? 


Basically, they went out with the draft | optioned them and 
began looking for financing, and Miramax came on board. 
They gave me a set of notes, and I did a draft for them, and then 
Warner Bros. became involved about a year later, and | did 
another one for them with a director attached. 


Who was the director? 


Alfonso Cuar6n, who directed A Little Princess. He's a very tal- 
ented guy, and we actually had a lot of fun working on it; we 
went to New York together and wandered the streets. | really 
think things got better in that draft. | wrote that fire-escape 
scene during that period, for instance. 


Which other directors were involved? 


A lot of directors came and went. At one point, Whit Stillman. 
That, again, was a really interesting experience; Whit's a very 
entertaining fellow. The more we talked about the script, 
though, the more it started to turn into something else. 
Michael Caton-Jones was attached at one point, and John Gray, 
later on. P.J. Hogan was involved for some time, right before 
Griffin came on. A number of people were involved at one point 
or another. 

Sometimes things got a little strange. I remember one direc- 
tor, just coming off of a hit, walking into a meeting and saying 
he had a problem with the ending. So we asked him what he 
would change, and he said, with great authority, “What we need 
is an ending that is so unpredictable and surprising that you'd 
never expect it, and yet, you know, once it happens, that it was 
inevitable; and that was the only way it ever could have ended.” 


Everybody got all excited, nodding agreement, and then there 
was this silence, and they all turned to me, as if to say, “Well, 
what are you waiting for? Go work that up, Bob.” Directors have 
a good gig. /laughs] 


When did Griffin Dunne become involved? 


Well, his short film, 7he Duke of Groove, had gotten an 
Academy Award nomination. Outlaw saw it and really liked it, 
and they and the studio had meetings with him, and then he 
called me to come meet him. I'd always been a fan of Griffin's 
acting, and I really liked Chilly Scenes of Winter, which he pro- 
duced, and which had thematic similarities to Addicted to Love. 

So we got together, and | was relieved that most of the 
moments in the script I was the most passionate about he was 
the fondest of as well. I think our sensibilities meshed well. He 
didn’t want to soften the edges, as some other directors had 
suggested during the process. 


| understand you wrote the part of Sam with Matthew Brod- 
erick in mind? 


Well, from early on there were casting lists, and his name was 
always on them. | had always admired his work, and more and 
more, | started to picture him when | wrote the character. I was 
thrilled when he was actually cast, and happy that his dialogue 
seemed to fit him well. 


Did you have any other actors in mind as you wrote this? 


I didn’t have any actors in mind when I wrote the first draft. I'm 
starting to do that a little bit; it’s kind of a nice short cut so that 
you're not writing generically at first. You know, when you first 
start out, you don’t have a voice, you don’t know what's going 
on, you don’t know what the characters are going to do, so it’s 
nice to have that shorthand to get a feel for the character— 
before that character takes over and starts to speak for himself. 
It’s like stone soup: you make soup around the stone and then 
throw out the stone. 


As far as dialogue rewrites are concerned, did you attend 
rehearsals and then work from those, or did you have meet- 
ings with each of the actors? 


Both. I had talked with Meg quite a bit before rehearsals about 
certain dialogue issues, as well as, more generally, the voice of 
the character, and that was very interesting to get a little insight 
into her process. And Tcheky /Anfon] gave me some great 
French phrases for his character to use. That sort of thing. 


Were you on-sel the whole time? 


Yes. | was there from pre-production all the way through the test- 
screening process and the various cuts in post. The producers 
and Griffin were very open about getting me involved in every- 
thing from casting to meetings about the camera obscura. It was 
fantastic—it was a great learning process, as well as an oppor- 
tunity for me to give my input in a lot of different areas. A lot of 
visitors seemed surprised that I was on the set, but I’m frankly 
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surprised that writers aren't always on the set, because they nat- 
urally have the firmest grasp on the characters and the story. If 
questions come up, it certainly seems that it would be easier to 
ask the writer than to reinvent the wheel. It seems very strange to 
me that the opposite is true. 


Did you do any rewriting on-sel? 


Mostly dialogue tweaks, but some scene work, too. I wrote the 
walk-and-talk scene with Anton and Sam—where Sam discovers 
he’s in love with Maggie—the week we were shooting it. I think 
| wrote it, and it was approved, on Thursday, and they shot it 
Friday. A little close for comfort, but it was thrilling, in the sense 
that you get to see it right away. 


Do you think that kind of immediacy makes for better writing? 


Well, | think it can’t hurt to have a buffer of a couple of days, 
because often something that seems like a great idea isn’t such 
a great idea the next day. And that scene, in particular, had to 
work on a lot of levels, and had to be finessed well. 


Was there a lot of ad-libbing? 


The place where there was some fun ad-libbing was when Meg 
and Matthew are playing off the camera obscura images, 
because all of that imagery with Anton and Linda was shot first, 
and then projected on the wall in real time when we shot the 
scenes with Maggie and Sam in the loft. Meg and Matthew 
tended to improvise during those, with both verbal and physical 
stuff, like where Meg throws rocks, or mimes using a channel 
changer, or her funny line about “loving his emissions.” And 
Matthew and | would goof around between takes—he is one of 
the funniest guys I've ever met, and a real joy to be around— 
and occasionally we would confer about a line, like “This is 
going very well, don’t you think?,” which is something a friend 
of his says a lot. 


Some of the material from this draft that was cut from the 
finished film is worth noting. There’s a scene near the begin- 
ning, after Sam has said “Stay” to Linda, where he proposes 
to her as she’s packing in her bedroom. In the film, we cut 
right from “Stay” to the beginning of the next scene in the 
script, which is Linda’s plane taking off: Was it shot? 


Yes. The packing scene was cut basically to get to New York 
quicker, but that transition in the film also had the side effect 
of strengthening the joke. 


That scene near the end between Linda and Sam which we 
talked about earlier; was it cut down for time also? 


That was cut a lot of different ways to try and find the right bal- 
ance. In earlier drafts, there were more scenes with Sam and 
Linda together, and each was meant to convey Sam’s emotional 
journey from being thrilled to be back with her to realizing that 
he didn’t love her anymore. But that was all condensed into one 
sequence, where we already see that she’s had a transformation, 
and she’s a different person. 


The ending’s slightly different in the film, with the tag of 
Maggie and Sam pulling down the blinds. I heard that was 
reshot fairly recently. 


There was a reshoot of the tag, and the scene in which Sam 
opens the envelope with the photographs, which was originally 
shot in the airport lounge, as it appears in this draft. But the 
studio felt they wanted one extra beat of Sam and Maggie 
together at the end, so I had suggested that one thing we 
might do to increase the tension as to whether or not they're 
going to actually get together—I mean, it’s inevitable at this 
point, but you want to take it as far as you can—was we could 
put Sam on the plane back to Archer's Bluff, as opposed to him 
just being in the airport. Griffin agreed, and I think it works, 
although it is a little bit of a cheat. Could he really get back to 
New York in time? Could Ed Green really make it to Anton’s 
apartment so quickly? 


| have to say that, although | enjoyed the film, 1 felt in some 
ways it wasn't completely successful in bringing this script to 
the screen. Having read your production drajt several times 
before seeing the movie, | have to say that the film’s tone 
seemed a bit broader to me. Also, | was very surprised at the 
casting of Meg Ryan for the part of Maggie. She's a terrific 
actress, but | just felt that there’ a certain “softness” —a vul- 
nerability—to her that, despite her best efforts, somewhat 
compromised the Maggie character—and in turn, her key 
role in the dramatic balance of this screenplay. How do you 
feel about this? 


I think that Meg brought a different color to the role, but I don’t 
really miss that harder edge, because I think the emotional 
toughness of the character is still there. What Meg did, I think, 
was bring a wonderful sense of this character's joy in doing these 
dastardly things. 


That's true. Both she and Matthew Broderick laugh and gig- 
gle through a number of scenes—like when they're passing 
out squirt guns in the park, or responding to Anton and 
Linda’s various conversations—whose directions in your 
screenplay indicate much more sober responses. 


I had probably imagined the character originally as someone 
who personified the old adage about revenge being a dish best 
served cold—someone who took a very private, dark satisfaction 
in the whole thing. But I think that what Meg did was to bring a 
really contagiously fun quality to the role, while keeping it 
grounded at the same time. I don’t miss the other Maggie at all. 


Another, relatively minor, way in which the film feels a little 
softer is that the “fucks” from the screenplay were cut from 
the film. 


Yeah. I miss some of the “fucks.” I think my mom is happier 
that some of that language is gone. 


Well, it’s not that I'm a huge proponent of expletives in film, 
but when Maggie asks Sam if he’s waiting for a “z00dbye 
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fuck,” it’s extremely jarring, and very effective in conveying 
her almost knee-jerky toughness and stridency. 


| do miss that. Actually, at one point, it looked as if we were 
going to go for a PG-13, so I took out some of the language 
during production, like changing Anton's line about “fucking 
skulls” to “raping skulls”—much worse, if you ask me. But the 
one that was deliberately left in was Maggie's line about the 
“goodbye fuck.” | thought that there had to be something that 
was so powerful there that Sam would be hurled out of the room 
by it, and it would motivate his response about her destroying 
everything. I didn’t agree with that cut. 


Some of the reviews of the film have commented on the 
“darkness” of the material, complaining how it’s difficult to 
digest for audiences used to more conventional romantic 
comedies, How would you respond to that? 


It’s hard to comment because I don’t see it as all that dark, and 
the reviews are all over the place. I’ve seen everything from 
“sweet” and “sentimental” to “mean” and “malicious.” I've 
seen it many times with audiences, both paying and in test 
screenings, and the word that comes up time and time again is 
“cute.” An elderly woman came up to me after a Q&A screening 
and said, “Thank you for writing a sce movie.” So you tell me. 
Some people can’t get past the premise. There’s voyeurism and 
revenge and it’s a love story? Maybe if it were an independent 
those same people would view it in a different light. But in terms 
of the tone, I don’t think there’s a moment where you think any- 
one is really going to hurt anyone—I mean, this isn’t Natural 
Born Killers . .. 


| don't think it’s a physical thing, though; | think what some 
of these reviewers have found disconcerting is the darker 
emotional tone of some of the material in the movie. 
Strangely enough, it’s nothing that struck me when | was 
reading the script, but there are patches of the movie that 
seem a little more pungent. Maybe it’s because we're not just 
reading about them; we're actually seeing them. 


Perhaps. Tonally, the film is a bit cheerier in places compared to 
the script, particularly the beginning in New York. Maybe that 
has the opposite effect of making Sam and Maggie's actions 
seem slightly more mean-spirited. But as I say, I don’t really see 
it as dark myself. 

Also, I think that the feeling of rejection is one of those 
emotions that make people feel a little uncomfortable—even 
embarrassed—talking about, particularly as the emotional 
basis for a male character. But the thought that it’s “disturbing” 
in some way I really can’t see. There are no bad guys in the end, 
and pretty much everyone ends up happy. | mean, maybe Anton 
might have to do a little work to get the restaurant back, 
[laughs] but all in all, you get the idea that these are generally 
good people in a good universe. 


(The interview with Robert Gordon was conducted by Tod Lippy 
at Scenario’ offices in New York City.) 


THIS ISSUE’S ILLUSTRATORS 


Carol Benioff, who illustrated Donnie Brasco, is an artist 
and illustrator who was born and raised in San Francisco. Her 
work—a combination of traditional printing and drawing 
and computer technology—has appeared in 7ime, Allantic 
Monthly and Parenting, among other magazines. Benioff 
received the 1995 James D. Phelan art award in printmaking 
and was the recipient of a fellowship at the Kala Art Institute 
in 1996. Her work has been exhibited in California at the 
Pacific Art League in Palo Alto, the Stanwood Gallery in San 
Francisco, Pro Arts in Oakland and at the Triton Museum in 
Santa Clara. A series of four self-promotional pieces created by 
Benioff, who lives and works in San Francisco, was featured in 
the 1995 Communication Arts Illustration Annual. 

Joan Hall, who created the visuals for / Can't Sleep, is a 
collage artist whose work has been on the cover of 7ime as well 
as in the pages of Gourmet, Vogue, Business Week and New 
York. Hall's illustrations have received a number of awards from 
trade organizations, and she has also exhibited and run work- 
shops in France, India and Brazil. A New York City resident, she 
teaches collage at the School of Visual Arts. 

Born and raised in Ohio, Mark Gagnon, who illustrated 
Addicted to Love, moved to New York City in 1985 after graduat- 
ing with a B.F.A in art from Ohio State University. His illustra- 
tions have appeared in 7he New Yorker, Harper's Bazaar, The 
New York Times, GO, Travel & Leisure, Mademoiselle, George, 
Paper and Interview. He has painted murals in New York City 
for The Supper Club, Barneys New York and Cartier, and was 
recently commissioned by Pucci Mannequins to create a series of 
menswear illustrations which will appear in department and 
specialty stores worldwide. Gagnon also illustrated a book on 
tea, The Agony of the Leaves (Henry Holt), and provided the CD 
cover for “The Opera Lover's Broadway” (Polygram). A New York 
City resident, Mark has had illustrations accepted into American 
Illustration 14 and 16. 

Detour photo-illustrator Stephen Webster attended the 
Columbus College of Art and Design in Ohio, graduating in 
1989 with a B.RA. in photography. His clients include TVT 
Records, USA Network, GO, Bikini, Men's Health, Glamour, 
Smart Money, Newsweek, Mademoiselle and Zoetrope. In 1996, 
Webster was hired by Nickelodeon to create extensive imagery for 
their newly launched “TV Land” channel. He currently lives and 
works in Columbus. 

The portraits of Paul Attanasio, Claire Denis, Robert Gor- 
don and Martin Goldsmith were rendered by Paul Hamlyn, a 
London-based illustrator. 


Erratum: \n Scenario’s Spring 1997 issue, the illustrations for 
Scream were incorrectly credited to Arlen Schumer; the credit 
should read: “Illustrated by The Dynamic Duo.” The Dynamic 
Duo is an illustration studio based in Westport, CT, which is run 
by Schumer and Sherri Wolfgang. We apologize fo the error. 
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Manny Coto, writer Dr, Giggles, 
ales from the Crypt 


















No other 
program 
offers all 
these 
features! 














“ScriptThing is the stuff 
screenwriting dreams are 
made of!” 


“ScriptThing is an absolutely 
terrific program!” 


- Robert J. Elisberg, the Journal of 
the WGA West, August 1995 


“WK” 


- Elaine Spooner, the Journal of 
the WGA West, July 1996 









Ron Nyswaner, writer Philadelphia 















W True Real-Time Pagination 
tw Zoomable WYSIWYG Display 
W Drag’n’Drop Editing 
w Cut & Paste Importing/Exporting 


W Real-Time Spell Checking with optional 
auto-typo correction, auto-sentence spacing 
& capitalization, and more... 


( Cheat the length of the entire script 

W Cheat the length of individual pages 

( Write & Edit in View as Index Card Mode 
lw Long File Names in Windows’ 95 and 3.1 
( Format for Multimedia Projects 














The Writers’ Computer Store: 


The Ultimate Source for Film Industry Software . 


11317 Santa Monica Blvd. 3001 Bridgeway Avenue 
o}-w\ale[=)(-\-¥m O71 010-20) TT Aes PA Sausalito, CA 94965 


415 332-7005 .;.. 


310-479-7774 Visit us at alilomysaal(cie-yere)aale)el(qimere)as 























and shakers 


SS 


and weird movie makers. 


That’ what our 
Conference is mate of. 
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